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THE  STORY  OF  A  KISS 


CHAPTER  I. 

INTERESTED   ADVICE. 

Perhaps,  if  Harry  Stanforth  had  been  more 
observant,  he  would  have  detected  some 
change  in  his  friend's  manner  since  he 
parted  with  him  at  the  Great  Western 
Station.  He  would  have  found  him  more 
serious,  more  abstracted,  less  interested  in 
his  young  companion's  eager  raptures  about 
his  new-found,  or  rather  repossessed  mother, 
and  the  joy  with  which  he  looked  forward 
to   their  future   life  together.     But  Harry 
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never  noticed  anything  but  what  floated  on 
the  surface  stream  of  existence.  As  yet 
there  existed  for  him  no  deeper  currents. 
Besides,  the  elder  Moray  had  been  sufiferinor 
more  than  usual  lately,  and  Keith's  anxiety 
for  him  would  have  accounted  for  his  grave 
preoccupation  at  any  time. 

They  had  been  out  all  the  morning 
insjDecting  the  stables  and  kennels,  which 
Mr.  Moray  insisted  on  keeping  always  well 
tended  and  well  stocked  "for  the  amuse- 
ment of  the  young  people,"  as  he  called  his 
nephew's  frequent  guests ;  and  as  the  stable 
clock  struck  twelve,  Keith  turned  towards 
the  house,  saying — 

"You  can  come  in  or  not,  as  you  like, 
Hal,  but  I  must  go  and  have  a  look  at  the 
governor.  He  has  been  very  much  below 
par  this  long  time." 

"  Why,  I  thought  he  looked  uncommonly 
fresh    this    morning,"    said    Harry.     "He 
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looked  rather  wan  last  night,  to  be  sure, 
but  at  breakfast  he  seemed  all  right." 

"  You  really  thought  he  looked  better  ? " 
asked  Keith,  pausing  to  look  anxiously  at 
his  friend. 

"  I  really  did.  Kit ;  indeed,  I  saw  no 
alteration  in  him.  However,  we  will  both 
go  and  amuse  him,  if  you  think  he  cares  for 
our  society." 

They  went  into  the  study  accordingly. 
It  was  not  a  stately  room,  but  it  was  a 
reposeful  room,  withdrawn  from  all  noise 
or  movement  in  the  house,  within  ante- 
chambers lined  from  floor  to  ceiling  with 
rare  and  valuable  books.  The  furniture  was 
not  fashionable,  but  there  was  use  and  com- 
fort in  it,  and  even  something  of  dignified 
richness  in  its  simple  forms  and  mellow 
colouring.  It  was  lighted  by  a  deep  bay 
window,  heavily  draped  with  crimson  velvet 
curtains,   and   still   further   shaded   by  the 
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sweeping    branches    of    a    majestic    cedar, 
which  hid  the  lawn  and  the  view  beyond. 

The  morning  was  rather  chilly ;  there 
was  a  brisk  lire  on  the  hearth,  and  on  a 
sofa  beside  it  lay  a  man  who,  though  little 
past  the  prime  of  manhood,  was  so  worn  by 
long  physical  suffering  that  a  casual  observer 
would  have  supposed  him  aged.  His  figure, 
very  frail  and  slight,  was  a  little  bent  by 
spinal  debility.  His  hair  and  eyebrows 
were  quite  white,  but  he  was  close  shaven, 
and  in  every  detail  of  his  dress  and  personal 
appearance  the  utmost  neatness  and  care 
were  apjDarent.  His  features,  though  drawn 
and  wan,  w^ere  well- cut  and  regular,  and 
bore  a  strong  family  resemblance  to  tlie 
younger  Moray's.  His  mouth,  in  moments 
of  ease,  had  a  peculiar  sweetness  of  expres- 
sion ;  and  his  large  blue  eyes,  looking  larger 
for  the  hoUowness  of  his  cheeks,  had  the  wist- 
ful, transparent  simplicity  of  a  musing  child. 
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His  youthful  guests  were  received 
srailinglj,  but  very  speedily  ejected,  Mr. 
Moray  declaring  that  he  was  not  tired  of 
his  own  society  yet,  and  did  not  care  to  be 
disturbed.  So  the  lads  betook  themselves 
to  Keith's  special  sanctum,  and  set  to  to 
manufacture  artificial  flies  for  the  beguiling 
of  unwary  trout. 

"  You  see,  Kit,  he  doesn't  want  you," 
said  Harry  ;  "  and  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  I 
want  your  advice  about  something." 

"  Whether  he  wanted  me  or  not,"  answered 
Keith,  "  it  would  be  all  the  same,  since  he 
fancies  we  can  amuse  ourselves  better  with- 
out him.  You  don't  know  how  unselfish 
he  is." 

*'  I  know  he  is  more  than  a  father  to 
you,"  said  the  other,  '^and  quite  half  a 
father  to  me.  I  should  have  been  a  home- 
less beggar  for  some  years  of  my  life  if  it 
had  not  been  for  him — and  you." 
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"Well,  that  is  over  now.  You  will  be 
homeless  no  longer  ;  for,  of  course,  now  your 
mother  has  come  to  England,  she  will  settle 
in  her  native  country." 

"  That  is  where  I  want  your  advice,  Kit. 
You  see.  Sir  Peregrine  has  only  been  dead 
six  months,  and,  though  Lady  Dalton  would 
never  be  wanting  in  respect  for  the  poor 
old  fellow,  she  cannot  be  supposed  to  be 
broken-hearted  for  a  husband  forty  years 
older  than  herself,  can  she  now  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  not,"  replied  his  friend.  "  A 
second  husband,  too.  But  he  was  a  good 
stepfather,  Hal." 

"  That  he  was,  dear  old  boy  ! "  said  Stan- 
forth,  heartily ;  adding,  "  All  the  same,  I 
never  saw  him  since  I  was  a  baby.  Still, 
my  mother  was  penniless  when  he  married 
her,  and  he  left  me  in  England  (very  gladly, 
no  doubt),  and  paid  for  my  education,  and 
gave  me  a  handsome  allowance,  and  may 
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almost  be  said  to  have  left  me  his  whole 
fortune,  since  he  left  it  unconditionally  to 
my  mother,  with  reversion  at  her  death 
to  me." 

"  Something  like  a  stepfather  !  "  cried 
Keith,  enthusiastically.  "  I  should  say  you 
do  owe  respect  to  the  memory  of  such  a 
stepfather  as  that." 

''And  Lady  Dalton  will  pay  it  too!" 
said  Harry.  "  And  that  is  where  I  want 
your  advice." 

*'  My  advice  ? "  repeated  Keith,  opening 
his  dark  eyes  in  amazement.  "  My  advice 
about  the  respect  you  should  pay  to  your 
stepfather's  memory  ?  Is  it  the  choice  of  an 
inscription,  or  a  tomb  ?  " 

The  shout  of  laughter  with  which  this 
inquiry  was  received  was  rather  incongruous 
with  the  idea  of  mourning  in  any  shape,  as 
Harry  cried  out — 

"  A  tomb,  you  gloomy  dog  !     No,  a  house 
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to  live  in.  Don't  look  so  bewildered,  old 
man.  I'll  explain.  You  see,  my  mother 
"wishes  to  live  quietly  until  her  first  mourn- 
ing is  over,  but  she  does  not  want  to  part 
from  me,  or  to  doom  me  to  a  dull  existence 
in  a  stupid  London  hotel  all  the  summer" 
(''  I  should  hope  not,"  from  Keith)  "  while 
she  is  deciding  on  her  final  arrangements. 
80  she  has  decided  to  take  a  jolly  shooting 
lodge  for  me  somewhere  in  the  country, 
where  she  can  live  in  decent  retirement,  and 
I  can  have  my  friends  about  me,  with  lots 
of  shooting  and  hunting,  and  all  sorts  of 
fun." 

''I  understand,"  remarked  Keith,  de- 
murely. *'  That  is  your  idea  of  '  decent 
retirement ' — lots  of  fun  ?  AVell,  and  where 
is  this  shooting-box  to  be  ?  " 

''That  is  where  I  want  your  advice. 
Mother  has  been  so  lono^  out  of  Encrland 
that  she  is  almost  a  stranger  here.     She  has 
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few  friends  and  never  had  many  relatives. 
She  leaves  the  choice  entirely  to  me." 

"  There  are  plenty  of  advertisements  of 
such  places,"  observed  Keith,  musingly. 

"  Yes,  I  know ;  but  they  tell  such  lies. 
One  would  have  to  spend  all  one's  time,  like 
Satan,  in  going  up  and  down  the  earth  to 
see  them." 

"  Is  Satan  so  interested  in  shooting-boxes  ? 
I  was  not  aware  that  that  fact  was  recorded 
of  him?" 

*'  If  he  has  no  interest  in  shooting-boxes 
lie  has  in  the  agents  who  advertise  them. 
Everybody  says  they  are  such  a  pack  of 
liars  there's  no  believing  a  word  they  say." 

"  But  have  you  been  to  the  agents  ? " 

''  Oh  yes,  and  got  a  list  of  the  places 
most  likely  to  suit.  We  will  go  over  it 
together.     You  may  know  some  of  them." 

"  Well,  come,  there's  something  practical 
at  last,"  laughed  Keith,  as  he  lit  a  cigar 
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and  settled  down  to  listen  to  his  friend's 
enumeration  of  "  Desirable  Mansions,"  from 
a  list  which  Harry  produced  from  his  pocket- 
book.     *'  Go  ahead  ;  I'm  all  attention." 

Stanforth  began.  *'  No.  1.  Forest  Lodge, 
South  Denham.  Good  shooting  and  hunt- 
ing, but  such  a  box  !  Mamma  says  she 
must  have  space ;  she  won't  live  in  a  hole. 
This  is  only  fit  for  a  bachelor." 

"  No.  1,"  repeated  Keith,  pencil  in  hand — 
"  I  have  crossed  out  that.     What  next  ? " 

"  No.  2.  Grey  Gates.  Rather  promising, 
but  it  is  only  to  be  had  for  six  months.  In 
Essex,  too.  Mother  knows  nobody  in 
Essex." 

"  No.  3  ? " 

"Seamews." 

"  That  is  the  name  for  a  ship,  not  a 
house." 

"It  is  a  house.  Good  covers,  lots  of 
hunting,  a  pack  of  foxhounds  within  three 
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miles  ;  but  it  is  in  Derbyshire.  Mother 
says  it  would  be  too  cold  for  her." 

"You  said  that  Lady  Dalton  left  the 
choice  to  you,  but  she  has  barred  three 
already  on  your  list." 

"  Oh,  well,  she  has  left  the  choice  to  me, 
on  condition  that  the  house  is  large,  the 
scenery  good,  the  situation  not  too  far 
north,  and — oh  ay  ! — not  near  the  sea, 
which  she  is  tired  of,  otherwise  I  should 
have  asked  you  to  find  me  some  place  here- 
abouts." 

"  There  is  no  shooting  to  be  let  here- 
abouts," answered  Keith,  with  rather  an 
abstracted  air. 

Harry  went  on.  "  Welford  Abbey,  near 
Leamington.  Good  hunting,  of  course,  but 
only  a  few  acres  to  shoot  over  ;  still,  if  I 
hear  of  nothing  better,  I  may  take  a  look  at 
that.  You  are  going  to  sleep,  Kit ;  you  are 
not  attending  to  me." 
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Keith  looked  up  a  little  guiltily.  *'  I 
was  thinking  of  a  place,  but  I  cannot  re- 
member the  name.     Go  on.     No.  5  ?  " 

'^  Oh,  that  would  never  do.  A  barn  of  a 
house,  and  no  land  to  speak  of.  Shooting 
of  sparrows,  and  hunting  of  rats !  Con- 
found the  fellow,  he's  off  dreaming  again ! 
Ho  !  Sir  Galahad  !  " 

^'Do  drop  that  stupid  nickname,"  said 
Keith,  pettishly ;  "I  do  not  want  to 
go  through  life  labelled  with  a  boyish 
foolery." 

Stanforth  stared,  and  Keith  came  to 
himself  and  laughed,  though  a  little  con- 
strainedly. 

' '  I  do  believe  I  have  been  half  asleep. 
Those  catalogues  of  house  agents  are  so 
stupefying,  and  I  have  woke  up  cross  ;  but — 
doiit  call  me  Sir  Galahad  again,  there's  a 
good  fellow." 

"  Well,  I  won't.    As  you  say,  we  are  too 
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old  for  nicknames.  But  there's  only  one 
house  left  on  my  list,  Moray." 

*'  At  Leamington  ? " 

"  Oh  no  ;  we  will  return  to  that  presently. 
This  is  in  Dorsetshire — '  Oakland  Heights.'  " 

Keith  threw  down  his  cigar,  and  started 
to  his  feet. 

**  The  very  house,  by  Jove  !  Give  here  ;" 
and  without  ceremony  he  snatched  the  list 
from  his  friend's  hand. 

**  Why,  old  man,  you  are  quite  excited," 
observed  that  gentleman,  phlegmatically. 
"  I  should  draw  my  own  inferences  from 
your  vivacity,  if  its  object  were  not  an 
empty  house  ! " 

*'  No  excitement  at  all,"  replied  Keith, 
laying  down  the  paper  with  a  sudden  pre- 
ternatural calmness  that  would  have  be- 
trayed him  to  any  one  but  the  unsuspicious 
Harry  ;  "  but  it  is  odd  that  you  should  read 
out  the  very  name   I   have   been   making 
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such  efforts  to  recollect,  for  I  have  heard  of 
Oakland  Heights  before." 

"  Well,  what  sort  of  place  is  it  ?  Will  it 
do?" 

"  I  have  never  seen  it ;  but  I  have  l)een 
told  that  it  is  a  fine  old  house,  and  swarms 
with  game  ;  that  it  is  surrounded  with  fine 
scenery  and  beautiful  gardens  ;  that  two 
packs  of  foxhounds  and  beagles  hunt  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and " 

"  Hold  hard  !  "  laughed  Harry.  "  AVhy, 
Keith,  are  you  promised  commission  by 
the  owner  for  finding  a  tenant  for  this 
paradise?  Does  it  belong  to  any  friend  of 
yours  ? " 

''  I  never  heard  who  it  belongs  to,  but  I 
heard  of  it  not  long  since  from  a — from  some 
one  I  met,  and  I  was  thinking  just  now 
that  it  might  be  the  thing  to  suit  you,  only 
I  could  not  remember  the  name." 

''  It  is  the  only  place  on  the  list  likely  to 
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suit,  except    the    Leamington    one,    and — 
you  are  sure  there  is  good  shooting  ?  " 

"I  am  sure  I  was  told  so  ;  the  words 
were,  '  swarms  of  pheasants/  " 

"  Who  do  you  say  told  you  ? " 

But  to  this  question  Keith  was  con- 
veniently deaf,  and  became  much  interested 
in  a  daisy  rake  that  was  being  carried  past 
the  window  by  one  of  the  gardeners. 

After  a  moment's  consideration,  Stanforth 
broke  out  suddenly,  "  I  say,  Kit,  I'll  run 
over  and  have  a  look  at  this  Oakland 
Heights.  I  may  meet  with  something  that 
will  do  in  Dorsetshire  if  that  fails." 

"  All  right,"  said  Kit,  and  then  added,  in 
as  indifferent  a  tone  as  he  could  assume, 
"  If  my  uncle  can  spare  me  for  a  day,  I 
don't  care  if  I  go  with  you." 

"That's  a  good  fellow,"  answered  Hal, 
gratefully.  "It  will  be  a  help  to  me.  Two 
heads  are  better  than  one." 
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But  Keith's  head  was  by  no  means  so 
steady  at  that  moment  as  to  promise  much 
help  to  his  unsuspecting  friend,  and,  mutter- 
ing some  excuse  for  his  abrupt  departure,  he 
hastened  to  the  solitude  of  Mr.  Moray's  ante- 
chamber, to  indulge  his  rapture  of  reverie. 

"  I  shall  see  her  !  I  don't  know  her  name, 
but  she  will  be  there.  If  not,  I  shall  find 
out  who  she  is,  and  I  will  seek  the  world 
through  but  I  will  find  her ;  and  if  human 
effort  can  do  it,  I  will  win  her  forgiveness. 
If  not " 

And  here  he  paused,  as  if  even  to  breathe 
aloud  that  daring  aspiration  would  be  an 
offence  to  the  maiden  dignity  he  had  out- 
raged in  an  unguarded  moment — a  moment 
which,  he  felt,  had  made  him  unworthy  to 
dream  of  happier  issues  until  penitence  and 
pardon  had  absolved  him.  And  yet — and 
yet — though  he  hated  himself  for  the  im- 
pulsive action,  though  he  believed  that  he 
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would  have  given  years  of  his  young  life  to 
recall  it,  never,  waking  or  sleeping,  by 
day,  by  night,  would  he  have  cancelled  the 
remembrance  of  the  light  touch  of  those 
sweet  girlish  lips,  as  they  innocently  met 
his  own  !  A  theft  it  might  be,  a  fraud,  a 
robbery,  but  the  treasure  was  his,  and 
should  be  his,  unprofaned  for  ever.  But 
no  shadow  of  contrition  crossed  the  mind 
of  that  evil  young  man,  that,  in  his  eager- 
ness once  more  to  behold  his  very  ungracious 
lady,  he  had  so  abused  the  trusting  con- 
fidence of  his  friend  as  to  drag  him  off  on 
a  perhaps  fruitless  search  for  an  earthly 
paradise  of  fox-hunting  and  game-preserving, 
to  a  region  of  which  he  only  certainly  knew 
that  it  took  a  great  many  "junctions"  to 
get  at,  where  gamekeepers  spared  "  vermin  " 
at  the  entreaty  of  young  ladies,  and  which 
consequently  abounded  in  (among  otlier 
things)    "  dear    little    weasels    with    white 
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breasts."  Could  he  not,  haviog  once  ascer- 
tained the  desired  locality  of  Oakland 
Heights,  have  gone  there  himself  and 
hunted  out  "Miss  Genevra,"  without  causing 
loss  of  time,  and  perhaps  consequent  dis- 
appointment, to  Harry  and  Lady  Dalton  ? 
Yes,  and  lose  the  excuse  of  accompanying 
his  friend  in  his  house-hunting  !  He  could 
hardly  present  himself  alone  at  Oaklands, 
on  the  very  unlikely  chance  of  finding  the 
young  lady  in  the  empty  house ;  whereas 
Harry,  as  a  hond-Jide  tenant,  would  fear- 
lessly demand  all  possible  information  about 
the  neighbourhood  and  the  neighbours,  and 
wander  up  and  down,  and  to  and  fro,  with- 
out exciting  suspicion  or  comment.  Besides, 
after  all,  the  place  might  suit  Lady  Dalton, 

and  then But  why  not  entrust  his  secret 

to  Hal,  who  would  eagerly  receive  and  in- 
violably preserve  the  confidence,  and  frankly 
aid   him   in  every  way  he  could  suggest  ? 
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No  ;  young  men,  as  a  rule,  are  not  as  eager 
as  most  girls  are  for  confidants  in  such 
affairs,  and,  in  right  of  his  two  years' seniority, 
Keith  looked  on  Hal  as  a  boy,  with  whom 
he  could  lovingly  sympathize,  but  who  was 
scarcely  yet  able  to  sympathize  intelligently 
with  him.  And  how,  as  a  gentleman,  could 
he  confide  to  any  one  the  secret  of  that 
incident  in  the  Buckholt  Woods  ?  The  old 
vulgar  proverb  denounces  a  frightful  penalty 
on  whoso  ''  goes  for  to  kiss  and  tell,"  and 
although  that  may  refer  only  to  an  action 
which  is  on  the  "  voluntary  system "  on 
both  sides,  still  Kit  felt  that,  as  he  could 
never  honourably  hand  over  to  another  man 
a  secret  which  was  no  less  the  maiden's  than 
his  own,  his  lips  were  sealed  in  every  sense, 
and  he  received  his  friend's  grateful  thanks 
for  his  promise  to  accompany  him  to  Oak- 
lands  without  the  least  feeling  of  compunc- 
tion or  remorse. 
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CHAPTER   II. 

BABES    IN    THE    WOOD. 

"  Mamma,  I  should  like  to  go  to  the 
Vicarage,  and  surprise  sister  Chatty  with 
a  morning  call." 

"  You  must  take  the  pony  carriage  then, 
dear,"  answered  Mrs.  Farquhar.  "  You  are 
not  strong  enough  yet  for  so  long  a  walk." 

"  Very  well.  I  will  take  the  carriage 
through  the  wood,  up  the  hill,  to  the  first 
turning,  and  walk  down  to  the  Vicarage, 
and  you  can  come  for  me  at  tea-time.  1 
am  nearly  quite  strong  now,  and  I  do  so 
long  for  a  walk.  I  shall  be  ever  so  much 
the  better  for  it." 

Accordingly,  Jenny  drove  into  the  wood, 
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and,  descending  from  the  carriage  at  the 
spot  she  had  indicated,  dismissed  her  little 
charioteer,  and  prepared  to  enjoy  herself. 
It  was  a  balmy  spring  day,  and  the  beauty 
of  the  woodland  scenery  struck  her  with  a 
sense  of  newness  after  her  long-  confinement. 
The  hedges  and  trees  were  now  in  full  leaf, 
the  birds  in  full  song,  the  banks  starred 
with  wild-flowers.  Woodruff  and  bluebells 
and  anemones  had  passed  away,  but  the 
dog-rose  hung  its  budding  garlands  from 
tree  to  tree,  and  the  stately  foxglove  lifted 
its  bells  above  the  freshly  uncurled  fronds 
of  the  lady  fern. 

The  air  was  fragrant  with  the  breath  of 
woodbine  and  eglantine,  and  musical  with 
the  exulting  twitter  of  busy  finches,  flitting 
hither  and  thither  on  their  domestic  affairs. 
All  was  life,  and  love,  and  beauty ;  the 
very  leaves  of  the  briony  seemed  to  laugh 
as  they  glistened  and  glittered  in  the  sun- 
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shine,  though  it  must  be  admitted  that 
the  familiarity  of  the  flies  was  decidedly 
disagreeable. 

Genevra  seated  herself  on  a  deep  bed  of 
moss,  broke  ofl"  an  elder  bough  to  keep 
away  the  swarming  persecutors,  and,  draw- 
ing a  deep  breath  of  enjoyment,  looked 
around  her  with  a  feeling  of  exhilaration  to 
which  she  had  long  been  a  stranger.  She 
leaned  her  head  against  the  tree  under 
which  she  sat,  and  was  so  still  that  a  wood- 
pigeon  on  a  hazel  bush  close  by,  after  peer- 
iug  curiously  at  her  for  some  minutes,  con- 
cluded that  she  was  of  no  account,  and 
resumed  his  soft,  cooing  love-song,  which 
he  had  hushed  at  her  first  appearance.  And 
Jenny,  while  she  listened  to  the  bird,  ought, 
I  suppose,  to  have  caught  the  key-note  of 
his  music,  "  Love,  love,  love,"  and,  re- 
membering how  the  last  time  she  was  in 
a  wood  she  had  heard,  from  the  lips  of  "n 
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featherless  biped,"  that  note  translated  into 
very  definite  human  language,  she  should 
have  felt  her  young  heart  throb  with  yearn- 
ing for  a  non-apparent  mate.  But,  in  truth, 
she  felt  nothing  of  the  kind  ;  she  was  full 
of  eagerness  for  the  childish  amusements  in 
which  she  had  not  yet  lost  her  interest,  and 
all  her  thought  was,  "  He  has  got  a  nest 
in  that  bush.  I  wonder,  are  there  birds  or 
eggs  in  it '?  " 

She  rose  and  softly  approached  the  shrub 
wdience  the  cooing  proceeded,  and  both 
birds  flew  hurriedly  out  of  it.  She  looked 
up.  Sure  enough,  there  was  the  flat,  un- 
tidy, and  by  no  means  odoriferous  home  of 
'*  the  fond  doves."  (Pigeons  in  their  nest 
are  not  as  savoury  as  pigeons  in  a  pie.)  It 
was  laid,  much  as  a  housemaid  lays  her 
sticks  for  a  fire,  on  a  spreading  branch,  not 
many  feet  from  the  ground,  though  too  high 
for  a  taller  person   than   Jenny  to   reach. 
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She  stood,  gazing  upward,  her  head  thrown 
back,  her  eyes  sparkling  with  delight.  "  I 
think  I  can  do  it,"  said  she.  If  Sir  Brian 
could  have  seen  her  then,  he  might  have 
thought  that  his  experiment  in  girl-training 
would  have,  as  the  children  say,  to  "  begin 
at  the  bee^inninc^." 

"  I  am  sure  I  can  do  it,"  she  repeated. 

In  another  moment  she  had  swung  herself 
into  the  tree,  and,  with  one  arm  clasping 
the  bough  above  her  head,  and  one  foot 
resting  lightly  on  the  branch  beneath  her, 
she  was  peering  into  the  nest,  in  rapturous 
admiration  of  Uyo  hideous,  callow,  yellow 
"  squabs,"  that  tried  to  lift  their  fat  persons 
from  the  sticks  on  which  they  lay,  and 
spitefully  snapped  their  bills  at  her. 

While  she  was  thus  engaged,  a  sound  of 
voices  and  laughter  came  from  the  path  she 
had  quitted — masculine  tones  and  boyish 
laughter.     She   peeped  through  the  leaves 
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with  an  even  keener  curiosity  than  she  had 
felt  about  the  birds'  family  secrets.  For, 
indeed,  a  young  man  in  the  Oakland  woods 
was  far  more  a  vara  avis  than  a  wood- 
pigeon  was,  and  here  were  two  young  men  ! 
She  could  see  by  their  dress  and  carriage 
that  they  were  gentlemen,  but,  through  the 
foliage  that  screened  her,  she  could  not 
discern  their  features.  They  came  rapidly 
striding  up  the  steep  path,  the  shorter  of 
the  two  talkinof  with  OTeat  animation,  and 
would  have  passed  the  bush  on  which  she 
was  perched  without  perceiving  her,  had  not 
one  of  the  filthy  little  fowls  in  the  nest,  in 
edging  away  from  her,  overbalanced  itself 
and  fallen  to  the  ground,  with  a  squelch 
suggestive  of  such  fatal  results  that  Jenny 
uttered  an  exclamation,  at  which  both  the 
youths  looked  round  and  upwards — and 
once  more  the  eyes  of  Genevra  and  Keith 
Moray  met ! 
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To  Keith  the  encounter  was  scarcely  a 
surprise,  as  he  had  known  that  the  lady  of 
his  love  lived  somewhere  in  that  neis^hbour- 
hood,  though  he  would  probably  not  have 
looked  for  her  up  a  tree.  But  to  Genevra 
it  was  an  overwhelming  surprise,  and  a  very 
embarrassing  one.  Often — oftener  than  she 
would  have  liked  to  acknowledge  to  herself 
- — she  had  pictured  a  meeting  somewhere, 
somewhen,  with  the  audacious  stranger 
whose  insolence  she  had  found  it  so  difficult 
to  foroet — it  could  not  have  been  much 
harder  to  forgive — but  she  had  always 
imao^ined  a  meetinor  under  circumstances 
favourable  to  the  utmost  display  of  maidenly 
pride  and  dignity,  and  lo !  there  were  the 
dark  eyes  riveted  on  hers,  with  the  light  of 
suppressed  mirth  struggling  through  another 
and  more  earnest  feeling.  But  Jenny  fancied 
it  was  all  ridicule,  and  hated  him  more  than, 
or   at   least   as    much    as    ever.      Without 
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returning  the  young  man's  profound  saluta- 
tion, she  made  a  sudden  spring,  to  escape 
from  what  she  felt  to  be  quite  an  intolerable 
position,  and  down  she  came  with  her 
whole  weight  on  her  still  weak  ankle,  and 
w^ith  a  scream  of  pain  over  she  rolled  into 
the  arms — not  of  Keith  this  time,  but  of  his 
friend  Harry  Stanforth,  who  had  bounded 
forward  just  in  time  to  catch  her ;  and, 
what  w^ith  the  anguish  of  pain  and  humilia- 
tion, the  poor  child,  still  hardly  recovered 
from  her  recent  illness,  burst  into  tears  and 
sobbed  aloud. 

The  situation  was  certainly  embarrassing 
to  the  whole  party.  Keith  had  made  an 
impulsive  gesture,  as  if  to  snatch  the  weep- 
ing damsel  from  Harry's  sustaining  clasp, 
but  instantly  checked  himself,  and  drew 
back,  looking  aw\ay  from  her  into  the  depths 
of  greenery  around  him  ;  while  Harry,  who, 
from  her  childish  occupation,  her  Tnignonne 


28  THE   STORY   OF   A   KISS. 

figure,  and,  not  least,  her  childish  tears, 
mistook  her  for  a  little  school-girl,  set  him- 
self to  console  her  as  if  she  had  been  a  girl 
of  thirteen. 

"  There,  there  !  don't  cry.  You  should 
not  have  jumped  until  we  had  come  up  to 
you.  Never  mind  ;  we  will  take  care  of 
you,  and  see  you  safe  home.  Is  the  pain 
very  bad  ?  It  will  pass  off  in  a  minute  or 
two.  I'm  aw^fully  sorry.  Don't  cry,  there's 
a  dear  girl  ! "  and  he  actually  patted  her 
on  the  back. 

That  was  a  humiliation  which  Jenny 
could  not  away  with,  humbled  as  she  was 
already.  She  stopped  wailing,  and  withdrew 
herself  from  Harry's  support,  saying — 

"I  am  very  sorry,  but  I  never  could  bear 
pain  ;  it  hurts  so,  and — I  have  been  ill,  and 
I  am  not  very  strong  yet ; "  and  she  wiped 
the  tears  from  her  eyes — Keith  would  have 
liked  to  dry  them  by  a  different  process — 
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and  endeavoured  to  assume  a  maidenly 
reserve,  which  was  so  far  successful  that 
Harry  saw  she  was  not  such  a  mere  child 
as  he  had  at  first  supposed,  but  was  nowise 
daunted  by  the  discovery. 

*'  Not  strong  ?  "  he  rejoined.  ''  You  were 
strong  enough  to  climb  a  tree,  though,  to  be 
sure,  you  fell  oflf  it  !  But,  I  say,  you  can 
hardly  stand  now  ;  do  allow  me  to  offer  you 
my  arm,  and  tell  me  which  way  to  go,  and 
we  will  see  you  safe  home." 

"  I  am  afraid  I  must  trouble  you,  if  you 
will  be  so  kind,"  answered  Jenny  ;  "  for, 
indeed,  I  don't  think  I  could  walk  alone, 
even  so  far  as  the  Vicarage.  But  I  shall  be 
all  right  when  I  get  there.    It  is  not  very  far." 

"  We  came  down  from  Oakland  Heisfhts, 
and  were  going  back  by  this  path.  You 
can  show  us  the  way  to  the  Vicarage  ;  1 
think  we  passed  it."  Then,  as  Genevra 
took    his    arm,    he    turned    to    his    friend  : 
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"  Here,  Kit ;  come  on  the  other  side  of 
the  young  lady,  and  we'll  lift  her  along 
between  us.'* 

But  when  Keith  eagerly  advanced,  the 
girl  repelled  him  with  a  look. 

*' I  do  not  choose  to  be  'lifted  along/" 
she  said  haughtily. 

"  Well,  give  her  your  stick,  Moray.  A 
stick  is  a  great  support,  you  know." 

Genevra  mechanically  took  the  offered 
support,  a  good  stout  bamboo  ;  but,  as  she 
was  limping  away,  she  suddenly  halted. 

"  Oh,"  she  cried,  "the  bird  !  It  must  be 
put  back,  or  it  will  die  ! " 

Harry  looked  puzzled  ;  but  Keith,  without 
a  word,  strode  back  to  the  hazel-bush, 
and  presently  picked  up  the  wretched  little 
pigeon,  apparently  none  the  worse  for  its 
tumble,  although,  unlike  Jenny,  slightly 
less  aggressive,  as  it  only  squeaked  feebly. 
Still  silent,  he  held  it  forth  to  her. 
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"  Put  it  back  !  "  she  said,  authoritatively  ; 
and  the  young  man  availed  himself  of  his 
lofty  stature  to  draw  down  the  branch  that 
held  the  nest,  and  deposit  the  youngling 
beside  its  brother,  Jenny's  eyes  following 
his  every  movement  the  while,  with  an 
interest  which  she,  at  least,  believed  to  be 
solely  in  the  safety  of  the  bird. 

Then  the  party  moved  on,  Keith  modestly 
keeping  a  step  or  two  behind,  while  Harry 
confided  to  his  companion  all  his  impres- 
sions of  the  exterior  of  Oakland  Heights 
— which  he  had  been  unable  to  enter,  the 
caretaker  being  absent — and  his  motives  for 
visiting  it,  when  suddenly  the  stick  fell 
from  Jenny's  hand.  Keith  stooped  to  pick 
it  up  and  restore  it  to  her  ;  but,  ere  he  did 
so,  unobserved  by  Harry  on  the  other  side, 
he  pressed  it,  warm  as  it  was  from  her 
band,  to  his  lips,  while  his  glance  dwelt 
aippealingly  on  her  face.     Unhappy  Keith, 
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doomed  to  misconstruction  !  The  boyish 
gesture  might  have  won  a  pitying  smile 
from  an  older  woman  ;  but  the  wayward 
girl  perversely  interpreted  it  as  an  insolent 
allusion  to  his  unforgiven  and  unrepented 
sin,  and,  turning  from  him  with  a  freezing 
"  I  do  not  require  it  again,"  she  devoted  her 
whole  attention  to  Harry's  cheerful  prattle, 
wholly  ignoring  his  occasional  attempts  to 
include  his  friend  in  the  conversation — 
attempts  which  were  not  seconded  by  Keith 
himself,  who  hung  a  step  or  two  behind, 
like  a  naughty  little  boy  who  has  been  put 
in  the  corner.  Indeed,  notwithstanding  the 
pain  of  her  ankle,  and  her  astonishment  at 
finding  herself  in  the  companionship  of  the 
pair  she  had  last  seen  together  on  that 
fateful  morning  on  the  railway  platform, 
Jenny  could  not  but  be  interested  in  the 
frank  disclosures  that  Harry  poured  volubly 
forth.     That  a  tenant  should  at  last  present 
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himself,  even  in  the  dimmest  possibility,  for 
the  long-deserted  Oaklands — deserted  almost 
as  lonor  as  she  could  remember — and  that 
this  possible  tenant  should  be  that  man's 
friend, — this  was  surprising,  and  not  very 
agreeable. 

"  Does  he  live  with  you  ? "  she  inquired, 
indicating  Keith  by  the  slightest  backward 
gesture  of  her  head.  "  Did  he  tell  you 
about  Oaklands  ?  "  and  then  a  sudden  tide 
of  crimson  rushed  over  her  face  at  what  she 
felt  to  be  a  self-betrayal. 

But  happily,  from  their  position,  neither 
Keith  nor  Harry  could  see  that  blush,  and 
she  hoped  that  the  former  youth  had  not 
overheard  her  question,  to  which  Harry 
replied  carelessly — 

"  Oh  no,  he  does  not  live  with  me ;  it's 
quite  the  other  way.  /  have  lived  mostly 
with    him    while    my   stepfather    and   my 

mother  lived   abroad.     But   now  she  is   a 
VOL.  ir.  20 
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widow  again,  and  I  am  on  the  look-out  for 
a  country  home  for  her  and  myself.  He 
didn't  tell  me  about  Oaklands  ;  he  knew 
no  more  about  it  than  I  did.  We  looked  it 
out  together  on  the  house-agent's  list ;  and, 
do  you  know,  I  think  if  it's  all  right  inside, 
the  situation  may  suit  us  very  well.  The 
Ketford  agent — Eiley,  I  think  his  name  was 
— said  there  was  good  hunting  and  shooting 
about." 

To  Jenny's  mind  arose  a  vague  recollection 
of  having,  in  her  imprudent  chatter  in  the 
railway  carriage,  mentioned  to  Keith  a  good 
many  details  respecting  Oakland  Heights 
and  its  neighbourhood,  and  she  darkly 
doubted  whether  this  visit  was  really  so 
impromptu  as  his  friend  evidently  believed. 
Surely  it  behoved  her  to  be  on  her  guard 
against  such  a  scheming  hypocrite.  That 
man  was  capable  of  anything.  But  she 
only  said,  as  carelessly  as  Harry  himself — 
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'^  I  don't  believe  Oaklancls  will  suit  you. 
It  is  horribly  dull,  the  Eetford  people  say." 

"  Oh,"  answered  Harry,  carelessly,  "  but 
my  mother  is  not  one  of  the  Eetford  people. 
No  place  will  be  dull  when  she  lives  in  it. 
Why,  she  is  beautiful  enough  to  bring  all 
the  county  round  her,  and  charming  enough 
to  wile  the  birds  off  the  trees  ! " 

At  this  unusual  burst  of  filial  admiration 
Jenny  glanced  approvingly  at  the  speaker, 
while  she  could  not  help  thinking  that,  what- 
ever the  mother  might  do,  the  son  must 
trust  to  other  means  than  personal  fascina- 
tion to  ''wile  the  birds  off  the  trees." 

"  But,"  she  said,  "  you  want  hunting. 
There  is  no  good  hunting  round  Wendholm. 
There  is  the  Dorsetshire  pack  of  Foxhounds, 
but  it  meets  no  nearer  than  Chudleigh,  four 
miles  from  Eetford,  and  Lord  Markham's 
Harriers,  that  are  farther  still.  They  very 
seldom  pass  through  Wendholm,  and  until 
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very  lately  these  Oaklands  woods  were 
forbidden  to  Hunts.  The  foxes  w^ere  safe 
here." 

■'  Bad  for  the  farmer's  poultry,"  laughed 
Hal.  "  But  Biley  told  me  the  w^oods  were 
free  to  both  Hunts  now,  and  there's  capital 
shooting." 

"  More's  the  pity,"  retorted  Jenny,  though 
her  ungracious  speech  was  aimed  obliquely 
at  the  penitent  who  followed.  "  I  hope  you 
won't  take  Oaklands.  I  don't  want  all  the 
beautiful  wild  creatures  killed." 

"  Oh,  but,"  pleaded  Harry,  coaxingly, 
*'  they  kill  each  other,  you  know,  if  they 
are  left  too  much  alone,  and  much  more 
cruelly  than  we  kill  them  ;  and,  besides,  if 
w^e  come  I  will  promise  that  none  of  your 
pets  shall  be  hurt.  You  shall  show  mo 
where  to  find  them." 

"  And,"  added  a  grave  voice  behind  her, 
"you  will  promise,  Hal,  to  engage  amiable 
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keepers  of  Miss — of  this  young  lady's 
selection — keepers  who  will  respect  weasels 
and  jays  ? " 

Could  that  wretch  be  laughing  at  her  ? 
If  Genevra  had  possessed  an  arsenal  of 
destructive  weapons  in  the  back  of  her  head 
it  might  have  gone  ill  with  Keith  Moray. 
Perhaps  he  was  growing  desperate,  and 
hoped  by  this  insolent  suggestion  to  win  a 
glance  from  her,  even  though  in  reproof? 
But  Jenny  condescended  not  to  the  slightest 
notice  of  him. 

"  But,"  she  said,  addressing  Harry,  "  how 
can  you  take  a  house  when  you  have  not 
seen  it  ?  That  horrid  old  Pocock  !  I  do 
believe  that  he  hides  himself  when  any  one 
goes  up  to  Oaklands,  lest  the  place  should 
be  let,  and  he  lose  his  office  of  caretaker." 

"  We  must  go  back  to  Ketford,"  answered 
Harry,  "  and  bring  Mr.  Riley  with  us  to- 
morrow.    He  will  get  us  in  somehow." 
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Genevra  liesitated  a  moment.  Ought  she 
to  give  any  facilities  to  this  youth  to  become 
her  near  neighbour,  and  bring  that  odious 
friend  of  his  in  his  train  ?  On  the  other 
hand,  had  she  a  riofht  to  lose  Uncle  Charley 
a  tenant,  or  to  throw  difficulties  and  incon- 
veniences in  the  way  of  a  harmless  young 
fellow  who  was  very  good  to  her  ? 

"  I  think,"  she  said,  "  that  Uncle  Charley 
has  a  key  to  the  front  door  at  Oaklands, 
and  I  believe  it  hangs  up  in  his  hall.  If  he 
is  at  home  (he  is  the  Yicar,  you  know)  he 
will  go  with  you,  I  know,  and  show  you  the 
house — he  is  the  owner  of  it ;  and  if  not,  I 
dare  say  I  can  find  the  key.  See,  here  we 
are  at  the  Vicarage,  and  there  is  Uncle 
Charley  in  the  garden." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

IN   THE   VICARAGE   GAEDEN. 

Mr.  Burnes  was  seated  alone  on  a  comfort- 
able garden  lounge  beneath  a  spreading 
copper  beech  that  shaded  a  pretty  lawn, 
and  as  Jenny  and  her  escort  appeared,  he 
rose  and  went  to  meet  them. 

*'Why,  Jenny,  you  have  never  walked 
all  the  way  from  the  Grange  ?  How  could 
Mrs.  Farquhar  allow  it  ?  And  how  lame 
you  are,  and  how  tired  you  look !  Do 
come  into  the  house,  and  lie  down  on  the 
sofa  at  once.  Your  aunt  has  gone  to  Star- 
well,  but  she  will  be  back  in  an  hour  at 
latest." 

But  during  this  address  Charley  still  kept 
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one  eye  fixed  inquisitively,  like  an  old  jack- 
daw's, upon  Genevra's  companions. 

She  answered,  "  I  would  rather  sit  out 
in  the  garden,  Uncle  Charley,  until  Mrs. 
Burnes  comes  back.  I  only  walked  through 
the  wood.  This  gentleman  " — indicating 
Harry,  but  loftily  ignoring  Keith — "  this 
gentleman  found  me  there,  too  lame  to  get 
on  alone,  and  he  kindly  assisted  me,  or  I 
must  have  stopped  there  until  I  was  missed ; 
and  in  return,  uncle,  will  you  take  him  up 
to  Oaklands  ?  He  has  a  card  from  Eiley  to 
see  over  it,  but  that  old  Pocock  was  not 
there  to  let  him  in." 

To  this  proposal  the  Vicar  joyfully  as- 
sented, but  paused  as  he  was  turning  to  the 
gate.  *'  Take  care  of  yourself,  my  pet,  until 
Chatty  comes  home.  I  have  an  appoint- 
ment with  Marston  at  Brownlands,  and 
shall  only  have  time  to  take  Mr." — glancing 
at  the  card  which  Harry  had  offered — "  Mr. 
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Stanforth,  and  see  that  the  house  is  open. 
Stop  ;  I  had  better  get  the  key." 

But  as  he  turned  into  the  hall  for  the 
key,  he  waved  his  hand  towards  the  open 
door  of  the  drawinQ;-room. 

"Just  fetch  out  a  footstool  for  my  niece, 
will  you  ?  You  will  find  a  cusliion  and  a 
shawl  in  there,  if  you  will  be  so  kind." 

The  next  moment  he  had  hurried  Stan- 
forth away,  leaving  Keith,  as  he  supposed, 
to  follow.  But  just  then  nothing  was  further 
from  Mr.  Moray's  intention.  At  Mr.  Burnes's 
signal,  he  had  darted  into  Chatty's  orderly 
drawing-room,  with  as  little  reverence  or 
interest  as  he  would  have  entered  a  cabinet- 
maker's shop.  He  caught  up  a  footstool,  a 
sofa  cushion,  and  a  light  shawl  that  lay  on 
a  chair  near  the  door,  and  darted  out  with 
them  again  as  hastily  as  if  he  had  meant  to 
steal  them. 

Jenny  had  limped  to  the  garden  lounge, 
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and  followed  him  with  her  eyes  as  he  went 
into  the  house,  watching  him  through  a 
little  chink  in  her  lowered  eyelids  as  he 
came  back  to  her ;  but  she  was  too  tired 
just  then  to  make  any  hostile  demonstration, 
and  she  sujffered  him  to  place  the  footstool 
under  her  feet,  arrange  the  pillow  behind 
her  head,  and  lay  the  shawl  over  her — he 
dared  not  fold  it  round  her  with  the  tender 
deftness  that  he  had  learnt  by  long  attend- 
ance on  the  beloved  invalid  at  Hurstleigh — 
and  though  she  vouchsafed  no  syllable  of 
thanks,  she  still  watched  him  through  that 
unsuspected  chink,  and  said  inwardly,  *'He 
makes  believe  to  be  so  nice  and  kind ;  and 
how  good-looking  he  is,  and  what  a  pity 
he  should  be  such  a  vile  hypocrite  !  Why 
can't  he  say  something?  He  has  never 
once  opened  his  mouth  to  say  a  single 
word!" 

He  did  not   speak;    but  he  bent  down, 


IN   THE  VICARAGE   GARDEN.  43 

and,  taking  the  little  hand  that  hung  down 
near  him,  he  touched  it  lightly  and  rever- 
ently with  his  lips.  Thrice  wretched  Keith  I 
thrice  stupid,  too  !  The  hand  was  angrily 
withdrawn,  and,  with  a  frigid  displeasure 
that  made  her  look  five  years  older,  she 
said — 

"  My  uncle  and  your  friend  are  expecting 
you  at  Oaklands,  I  believe." 

So  curt  a  dismissal  was  not  to  be  dis- 
regarded. Keith  hesitated,  and  looked 
pleadingly  at  her,  with  all  his  contrite  soul 
in  his  eyes ;  but  Jenny  looked  as  hard  and 
relentless  as  the  iron  seat  she  sat  upon. 
So  he  could  but  bow  and  retire  without  a 
word.  He  might  have  been  possessed  by  a 
dumb  devil,  but,  in  truth,  he  did  not  know 
in  what  words  to  express  the  one  thought 
which  filled  his  mind — to  ask  forgfiveness  ! 
But  he  shrank  from  alluding  to  the  nameless 
insult   for    which    he    would    have   prayed 
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forgiveness.  Is  it  so  easy  for  a  young  man 
to  say  to  a  girl,  "  Forgive  me  those  kisses 
I  gave  you  three  weeks  ago "  ?  Certainly 
he  chose  an  odd  way  of  conveying  his 
penitence  for  the  offence  by  repeating  it ; 
but  he  was  decidedly  not  a  skilful  lover,  and 
his  silence  provoked  Jenny  even  more  than 
his  outrageous  insolence. 

He  walked  off  to  rejoin  Harry  at  Oak- 
lands,  but  in  his  abstraction  he  missed  the 
path,  and  finding  himself  again  on  the  road 
to  the  station,  betook  himself  there,  and 
waited  for  his  friend,  who  was  too  eagerly 
interested  in  Oaklands  and  its  game  pre- 
serves to  trouble  himself  about  Miss  Far- 
quhar,  or  even  to  ask  how  long  Keith  had 
stayed  with  her. 

"  I  am  glad,"  he  said,  "  that  you  were 
with  me  when  we  looked  over  the  gardens 
and  outbuildings.  After  all,  the  inside  of 
the   house   is   a   lady's   affair.     I   am   sure 
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mamma  will  like  it,  and  you  will  see  it 
often  enough  by-and-by,  my  dear  fellow, 
I  hope/^ 

"  I  hope  so  too/'  answered  Keith,  very 
truthfully. 

But  when  Mrs.  Burnes  returned  to  the 
Vicarage  with  her  sister,  they  found  Genevra 
in  the  drawing-room,  quietly  nursing  the 
cat,  with  nothing  more  remarkable  to  relate 
than  that  two  strangers  had  "picked  her 
up  " — how  literally  she  did  not  say — in  the 
wood,  where  she  was  too  tired  and  lame  to 
get  on ;  and  they  had  taken  her  to  the 
Vicarage,  and  gone  with  Mr.  Burnes  to  see 
Oaklands. 

Mr.  Burnes,  on  his  part,  had  plenty  to 
tell  his  wife  of  the  shameful  negligence  of 
old  Pocock,  who  had  gone  off  and  locked 
the  house  door  against  any  proposipg  tenants. 
"  iVfter  climbing  such  a  hill,  too  !  "  But 
he  was  not  sanguine  as  to  Stanforth's  views, 
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for  all  he  seemed  to  care  aloout  was  the 
game,  and  he  only  glanced  over  the  liouse. 
"  xVnd  Oaklands  is  too  large  for  a  shooting- 
box,  you  know."  As  for  the  other  fellow, 
who  had  never  addressed  him,  he  had  taken 
no  notice  of  him.     Had  Jenny  *? 

''  Not  particularly.  I  did  not  hear  him 
speak  either — that  is,  I  did  not  hear  him 
say  anything  worth  remembering,"  added 
Jenny,  a  little  confusedly. 

Mrs.  Burnes  looked  attentively  at  her,  and 
Jenny  first  blushed,  and  then  turned  pale. 

"Why,  Genevra,"  said  Chatty,  "you 
look  quite  feverish ;  I  am  afraid  you  are 
in  great  pain.  You  have  sadly  overtired 
yourself.  You  ought  not  to  have  attempted 
walking  yet.  Lie  down  on  the  sofa,  and 
rest  a  little.  Juliet,  pour  out  the  tea  at 
once,  and  push  that  table  to  the  sofa.  You 
shall  go  home  directly  you  have  had  your 
tea ;  and,  Juliet,  if  you  will  take  my  advice, 
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you  will  put  her  to  bed,  and  send  to  Dr. 
Stewart  to  call  in  the  morning.  She  must 
be  very  unwell  indeed  to  change  colour  so." 
"What,  are  you  going  to  turn  alarmist, 
my  Eosebud  ? "  said  the  Vicar.  ''  Jenny  was 
bright  enough  when  those  young  fellows 
brought  her  here,  [only  rather  tired,  and 
she  has  waited  too  long  for  her  tea.  You 
and  Juliet  were  late  in  coming  in." 

"Do  you  feel  exhausted,  my  poor  darling?" 
inquired  the  anxious  mother.  "  It  is  all 
that  horrible  railway  journey.  I  shall  never 
forgive  Lady  Carruthers  for  allowing  you 
to  take  it  alone." 

Genevra  felt  almost  guilty  for  her  reserve, 
when  she  saw  herself  the  object  of  such 
tender  solicitude.  She  had  fully  purposed 
relating  the  whole  story  of  that  disastrous 
journey  to  her  mother,  when  she  could  do 
so  without  emotion  or  excitement — when 
she  should  be  stronger,  in  fact.     But  how 


48  THE   STORY   OF   A   KISS. 

could  she  speak  of  it  now — now  that  she 
had  met  the  criminal  hero  of  the  story 
again,  when  it  was  even  possible  that  he 
might  reappear  among  them  ?  The  odious 
incident  would  assume  much  greater  pro- 
portions henceforth.  No  ;  she  could  never 
bring  herself  to  point  to  a  man  with  whom 
her  friends'  friends  might  be  in  frequent 
association,  and  say,  "It  was  he  who  insulted 
your  daughter."  But  if  this  Mrs.  Stanforth, 
or  whatever  her  name  was,  did  not  take 
Oaklands,  then,  as  she  and  Keith  would 
never  meet  again,  she  would  tell  her  mother 
all.  Poor,  darling,  innocent  mother  !  for  the 
first  time  in  her  life  she  had  practised 
concealment  towards  her — quite  a  web  of 
concealment ;  from  the  day  that  she  had 
allowed  Sir  Brian  to  tell  her  what  she 
should  first  have  heard  from  her  daughter's 
lips  till  now,  when  she  was  hiding  from  her 
the  fact  that  neither  of  the  young  men  she 
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had  met  in  the  wood  were  wholly  strangers 
to  her.  And  somehow  the  facts  as  regarded 
both  Sir  Brian  and  her  fellow-traveller 
seemed  to  be  inextricably  involved  in  one 
another,  though  why  or  how  she  could  not 
quite  explain  to  herself.  When  she  parted 
from  her  elderly  lover  in  Stratford  Place, 
she  had  been  conscious  of  no  feeling  but  one 
of  kindly,  even  affectionate,  regard  for  the 
man  who  had  honoured  her  with  the  offer 
of  his  hand  ;  but  ever  since  then  she  had 
felt  more  and  more  surprised  and  angry  at 
herself  for  having,  even  for  an  hour,  enter- 
tained such  a  proposal,  and  almost  resentful 
of  his  having  made  it.  Why?  She  did 
not  ask  herself  why.  If  any  one  else  had 
asked  her,  she  would  probably  have  an- 
swered that  it  deepened  the  humiliation 
Keith  had  subjected  her  to,  to  be  forced  to 
confess  it  to  her  lover.  The  girl's  pride  and 
self-respect  had    been  deeply  wounded    by 
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the  feeling  that  she  had  brought  the  affront 
upon  herself  by  her  disregard  of  conven- 
tional propriety,  against  which  her  relatives 
in  town  had  warned  her.  She  had  obeyed 
the  dictates  of  what  she  believed  to  be  her 
duty  in  releasing  Sir  Brian  and  herself 
from  their  brief  bond.  That  was  not  pain- 
ful. It  would  have  been  far  more  painful 
— it  would  have  been  quite  intolerable — to 
have  confessed  all  the  sudden  intimacy,  the 
unguarded  familiarity,  which  had  doubtless 
encouraged  her  companion  of  a  few  hours 
to  that  final  atrocity.  Of  course,  it  would 
be  her  duty  to  be  quite  unreserved  to  her 
accepted  lover ;  but  she  had  dismissed  him, 
and  the  rest  of  that  wretched  secret  was  her 
own,  and  some  time  or  other  she  would 
share  it  with  her  dear  mother,  but  not  quite 
yet.  Genevra's  nature  was  honest  as  the 
day,  but,  whether  from  education  or  in- 
herited  instinct   of  sex,   women,    when   at 
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their  frankest,  are  never  so  impatient  of 
concealment  as  honom^able  men  are.  There 
is  always  a  secretive  corner  in  the  feminijie 
brain,  and  to  this  corner  Jenny  relegated 
the  story  of  her  previous  acquaintance  witJi 
Keith  Moray. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

WENDHOLM   WAKES   UP. 

Oakland  Heights  was  let !  The  news 
awoke  quite  a  buzz  of  pleasurable  interest 
and  excitement  in  every  homestead  and 
village  for  miles  round.  In  a  circle  with- 
drawn from  active  social  interests,  within  a 
distance  of  sixteen  miles  from  a  main  rail- 
way line,  it  is  an  event  of  real  importance 
that  one  of  the  j^rincipal  houses  in  the 
neighbourhood,  after  eighteen  years  of  almost 
conventual  seclusion  and  isolation,  should 
be  brought  within  the  possibilities  of  ani- 
mated enjoyment  and  mutual  hospitality. 

Even  Mrs.  Burnes  showed  a  faint  interest, 
and  unbent  to  listen  to — though  she  would 
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not  retail — such  scanty  items  of  authentic 
information  as  could  be  gathered  here  and 
there.  But  they  did  not  amount  to  much. 
Charley  chose  to  be  very  reticent  on  the 
subject,  even  to  the  wife  of  his  bosom,  for 
no  reason  at  all  but  that  he  was  amused  at 
the  general  curiosity,  and  liked  to  play  with 
it.  Besides,  the  house  having  been  let 
through  the  agent  in  town,  he  really  knew 
nothing  of  his  future  tenant,  except  that  she 
was  a  wealthy  widow  (with  perfectly  satis- 
factory references  to  her  bankers),  the  widow 
of  an  admiral,  K.C.B.,  and  knight;  that 
she  had  lived  abroad  (he  was  very  much 
abroad  as  to  the  precise  locality — India,  or 
Eussia,  or  Jersey,  or  some  such  place) ;  and 
that  she  wished  to  settle  for  a  time  in 
Dorsetshire  because — well,  he  supposed  be- 
cause she  thought  she  should  like  it.  lie 
really  had  not  asked  why  she  wished  to 
come ;  he  was  quite  content  that  she  should 
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liave  taken  the  whim,  which  secured  him  a 
promising  tenant  for  three  years.  He  had 
an  idea  that  it  was  her  son  who  fancied  the 
]»]ace.  Here  Genevra  started  a  httle  and 
('banged  colour,  and  Aunt  Chatty's  cold 
eyes  were  upon  her  in  a  moment. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Genevra  ?  A 
wasp  ?  You  are  beginning  to  develop  nerves, 
]  am  afraid ;  "  and  as  Genevra  turned  to 
the  window,  murmuring  something  about 
*' putting  it  out" — "but  it  is  not  a  wrsp, 
only  a  bluebottle,  and  it  has  been  in  the 
window  ever  since  you  came  into  the  room. 
Well,  Charley  :  the  son  ?  " 

"  Fancied  the  shooting,  I  suppose.  I 
always  told  you.  Chatty,  that  when  that 
ridiculous  prohibition  should  be  removed, 
tlie  place  would  let  fast  enough.  Well, 
Wendholm  will  wake  up  now." 

And  so  Wendholm  certainly  did.  The 
house,    having    been    so    recently   repaired, 
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was  quite  in  habitable  order.  A  liberal  staft 
of  gardeners  and  workmen  was  engaged  for 
the  drives,  the  lawn,  and  gardens,  to  set  all 
in  good  trim  for  the  immediate  arrival  of 
the  family,  and  Wendholm  looked  on  in 
delighted  expectation  as  long  trains  of 
furniture  vans,  superintended  by  London 
"  decorators  "  and  upholsterers,  and  received 
by  the  ''  superior "  band  of  servants  who 
had  preceded  them,  began  to  wind  painfully 
up  the  steep  roadway  to  Oaklands,  and 
disappear  within  the  lodge  gates,  closely 
guarded  from  unauthorized  intrusion. 

Genevra  alone  took  no  share  in  the 
animated  gossip  around  her.  Why  ?  She 
had  her  own  private  and  closer  subject 
of  interest.  Mrs.  Farquhar  had  at  last 
received  a  second  letter  from  Sir  Brian 
Carruthers,  announcing  his  intention  to  visit 
Wendholm  the  following  week,  and  re- 
questing permission  to  call  on  her  at  the 
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Grange,  excusing  his  long  delay  on  the  plea 
of  pressing  business  engagements  connected 
with  his  recent  succession,  and  enclosing  a 
note  to  Genevra — a  brief  note,  rather  kind 
than  affectionate,  in  which  he  assured  her 
that  he  had  only  been  detained  from  her  so 
long  by  the  desire  to  be  free  from  all  "  tire- 
some worry  "  that  could  interfere  with  the 
happiness  to  which  he  looked  forward,  of 
uninterrupted  and  unreserved  communion 
with  her  in  whose  hands  he  had  placed  all 
his  future. 

Genevra  brooded  over  this  note,  but  she 
did  not  show  it  to  her  mother.  Mrs.  Burnes 
took  no  notice,  not  having  yet  forgiven 
Miss  Farquhar  her  former  reserve.  She 
pretended  to  be  wholly  engrossed  in  dis- 
cussing with  Charley  the  prospect  of  having 
in  his  new  tenant  and  parishioner  a  liberal 
subscriber  to  schools,  clothing  club,  and 
church  needs  generally,  a  coadjutrix  in  visit- 
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ing  the  poor,  the  workhouse,  etc.  ;  though 
she  did  not  care  much  for  that,  having 
an  intuitive  suspicion  that  her  rehations 
with  a  grand  lady,  who  might  like  to  have 
her  own  way,  might  not  always  prove  har- 
monious. 

Mrs.  Farquhar  had  very  different  dreams. 
Since  the  Carruthers  episode  she  had  re- 
garded her  young  daughter  with  a  kind  of 
fond  respect,  as  no  longer  a  child,  but  a 
woman,  with  attractiveness  which  had 
already  gained  her  one  suitor,  doubtless 
the  precursor  of  a  whole  troop  of  admirers. 
She  had  pity  for  Sir  Brian — pity,  and  what 
consolation  might  be  in  her  power  to  offer 
him  for  the  renewed  repulse  he  was  so 
unwisely  courting ;  while  she  dreamed  for 
her  darling  some  happy  love-dream,  such  as 
her  own  girlhood  had  never  known,  of 
which  the  hero  should  be  young  and  charm- 
ing— fit  mate  for  such  a  maid — well-born. 
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well-bred,  well-looking,  the  flower  of  the 
youths  who  would  assuredly  flock  to  Oak- 
land Heights,  possibly  for  garden-parties, 
picnics,  concerts,  but  certainly  in  the  hunt- 
inof    and    shootino^    season.      She    felt    no 
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perplexity  as  to  whence  this  swarm  of 
''eligibles"  was  to  come  to  a  remote,  rail- 
abandoned  spot  like  Oaklands.  Had  not 
two  young  men  already  visited  it  ?  Two 
swallows  might  herald  a  summer,  if  one 
could  not.  But  she  kept  these  anticipations 
to  herself,  and  had  not  the  faintest  suspicion 
that  one  at  least  of  the  stransjers  belono^ed 
to  the  advanced  guard  of  the  expected  army 
of  admirers. 

But  as  the  day  drew  near  which  Sir 
Brian  had  fixed  for  his  arrival,  all  other 
subjects  of  interest  were  merged  in  a  general 
flutter  of  expectant  curiosity.  Jenny 
wrapped  herself  up  in  impenetrable  maiden 
reserve,  and  withdrew  from  observation  into 


WENDHOLM  WAKES   UP.  59 

her  arbour  and  fernery,  while  the  elders 
took  counsel  how  to  receive  the  stranger. 
Charley,  with  his  "Bradshaw"  in  hand, 
appealed  to  Mrs.  Farquhar. 

"Train  comes  in  3.20:  will  you  send 
the  brougham  to  meet  him,  Juliet  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Charley  !  " — from  his  wife. 
"  A  brougham  in  June  to  meet  a  gentleman  ! 
As  if  he  were  a  doctor  coming  on  consulta- 
tion !  " 

"So  he  is  coming  for  consultation," 
laughed  Mr.  Burnes.  "  I  thought  that, 
being  old " 

"  Not  so  old  as  that,"  said  Mrs.  Farquhar, 
resenting  any  disparagement  of  Jenny's 
lover.     "  I  will  send  the  pony- carriage." 

"And  Jenny  can  drive  it  ? " 

"  My  dear  Charles  !  " 

"  Well,  why  not  ?  She  is  the  only  one 
who  knows  him,  and  his  visit  is  principally 
for  her." 
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"  If  she  means  still  to  refuse  him,"  said 
sister  Chatty,  "  she  cannot  well  put  herself 
forward  in  that  way." 

''Iff  repeated  Charley,  incredulously. 
'*  Still  somehody  ought  to  meet  him.  Will 
you,  Juliet  ?  " 

But  Juliet  declined  this  most  unpalatable 
proposal. 

"  Go  yourself,  Charley,"  said  Mrs.  Burnes. 
"  Take  your  dog-cart.  You  will  be  at  the 
station  and  back  in  much  less  time  than 
Juliet's  fat  pony  can  go  in.  You  are  the 
male  representative  of  the  family,  and  the 
parish  clergyman,  too." 

"What  has  that  to  do  with  it?"  asked 
Charley.  "  He  won't  want  to  be  married 
out  of  hand,  will  he  ?  He  must  bring  a 
special  licence  in  his  pocket  if  he  does." 

"  Don't  you  think,"  said  Mrs.  Farquhar, 
timidly,  "  that  the  question  of  marriage  had 
better  be  left  out  of  sight  for  the  present ; 
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at  least,  until  Sir  Brian  and  Jenny  have 
come  to  some  understanding  ?  " 

"  And  that  may  take  a  long  time," 
observed  her  sister,  drily.  **  Genevra  wishes 
it  to  be  understood  that  she  has  rejected 
this  gentleman's  proposals,  but  he  evidently 
understands  nothing  of  the  kind." 

"  Sir  Brian,"  resumed  Mrs.  Farquhar, 
"  says  nothing  in  his  letter  to  me  of  any 
particular  motive  in  the  visit  he  offers.  I 
should  wish  to  welcome  him  merely  as  a 
connection  of  my  sister-in-law's,  and  a  near 
relative  of  my  husband's  nieces." 

"  All  right,"  said  the  Vicar.  "  Then  I  am 
to  present  myself  to  the  honourable  baronet 
as — what  is  it  ? — the  male  representative  of 

his   uncle's  widow's   sister-in-law,   and 

Oh,  bother !  the  family  archives  are  too 
complicated  for  me  !  But  you  have  nothing 
to  do  with  them.  Chatty,  my  rosebud,  and 
I  am  nobody's  representative  but  yours.     I 
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will  fetcli  him,  since  you  wish  it,  and  take 
him  away  again,  if  Gen  wishes  it.  Fancy 
little  Gen  havinof  the  chance  of  becominjr 
'  my  lady ' !  History  repeats  itself.  The 
Dowager  Lady  Carruthers  married  an  old 
gentleman  for  the  title " 

"  And  much  good  she  got  by  it,"  observed 
Mrs.  Burnes,  severely.  "  It  ought  to  be  a 
warning." 

"  Which  Genevra  does  not  need,"  said  the 
gentle  mother ;  and  Charley  walked  off, 
laughing  at  them  both. 

But  Mrs.  Burnes  did  not  laugh.  On  this 
subject,  as  on  most  subjects  that  concerned 
Genevra,  she  was  not  in  sympathy  with 
either  her  husband  or  her  sister.  She 
would  have  made  short  work  of  Jenny's 
first  love  affair,  if  she  had  been  entrusted 
with  the  arrangement  of  it.  She  would 
either  have  summarily  rejected  the  elderly 
suitor's  advances,  or  postponed  the  considera- 
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tion  of  them  to  some  ten  years  later,  which 
even  Sir  Brian,  leisurely  as  he  was  in  all  his 
projected  movements,  would  probably  have 
declined  to  admit  were  within  the  reasonable 
limits  of  his  matrimonial  horizon.  But  as 
Dr.  Farquhar  had  insisted  that  his  daughter's 
will  should  never  be  thwarted,  imposing 
only  the  condition  that  she  should  not  be 
allowed  to  marry  until  her  eighteenth  year, 
Charlotte  knew  that  it  would  be  useless  to 
protest,  and  she  never  attempted  protesta- 
tion where  she  knew  it  would  be  disregarded. 
It  was  one  main  secret,  possibly,  of  her 
influence  over  her  little  circle  that  she  was 
well  aware  of  the  extent  of  its  range,  and 
never,  by  word  or  look,  tried  to  overstep  its 
boundary.  So  she  calmly  waited,  and 
looked  on,  not  perhaps  altogether  insensible 
to  the  feeling  of  curiosity  which  Mr.  Burnes 
so  frankly  confessed,  to  see  what  the  wooer 
of    two    2:enerations    mioht    be    like,    and 
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tlience,  it  might  be,  to  gain  some  explana- 
tion of  Jenny's  unaccountable  proceeding  in 
accepting  him  one  day  and  rejecting  him  a 
week  later — a  proceeding,  however,  which 
she,  in  common  with  Charley  and  Juliet, 
was  inclined  to  attribute  to  a  mere  childish 
caprice. 

It  never  entered  into  the  heads  of  any 
one  of  the  three  to  attach  the  slightest 
importance  to  so  very  natural  an  incident 
as  that  Genevra  should  have  met  the  two 
young  men  on  their  way  from  Oakland 
Heights,  when  she  was  too  tired  and  too 
lame  to  reach  the  Vicarage  without  their 
assistance.  Charley  had  scarcely  noticed 
Keith  at  all,  and,  having  been  obliged  to 
leave  Harry  Stanforth  in  the  house  when  he 
had  unlocked  the  doors  for  him,  he  had  not 
known  his  decision  about  the  tenancy  of  it, 
until  he  had  learnt  it  of  the  Loudon  house- 
agent  on  Harry's  return  to  town  to  receive 
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his  mother's  approval  and  confirmation. 
Jenny's  secret  was  safe  enough  for  the 
present,  and  she  might  have  entered  into 
the  subject  of  the  Oaklands  tenants  with 
something:  of  the  eaoferness  of  their  landlord, 
who  was  full  of  all  the  new  plans  suggested 
to  him  by  their  agent,  chiefly  concerning 
alterations  in  the  stables  and  the  erection 
of  a  splendid  conservatory  leading  out  of 
the  drawing-room  ;  all  of  which  Mr.  Stan- 
forth  had  agreed  should  be  made  at  his  own 
expense,  though,  as  Mrs.  Burnes  remarked, 
"  why  any  one  should  expend  so  much 
money  on  a  place  they  had  only  taken  for 
three  years,  it  was  hard  to  understand." 
So  that  even  the  fresh  excitement  of  Sir 
Brian  Carruthers'  ofiered  visit  was  com- 
paratively unfelt. 

But  Jenny  alone  remained  unmoved  in 
the  universal  stir  of  joyous  speculation,  and 
her    friends    naturally    attributed    her    un- 
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wonted  mood  of  abstracted  reverie  to  the 
coming  meeting  and  explanation  (whatever 
that  might  be)  with  her  suitor.  But, 
although  she  certainly  did  feel  a  slight 
flutter  of  emotion  and  embarrassment  when 
she  thought  of  what  she  might  have  to  avow 
to  Sir  Brian,  if  he  insisted  upon  demanding 
a  clear  explanation  of  her  note  to  him,  her 
thoughts  dwelt  a  great  deal  more  upon  the 
certainty  of  young  Stanforth  taking  up  his 
residence  at  Oaklands,  and  the  possibility  of 
his  friend's  visiting  him  there. 

Very  well.  She  was  older  and  wiser  now 
(some  three  or  four  weeks  older,  and  wiser 
by  experience,  which  does  not  date  by  time), 
and  she  would  know  how  to  vindicate  her 
outraged  dignity  by  taking  vengeance  on 
the  offender  when  occasion  offered.  What 
occasion,  or  when,  she  left  "in  the  vague." 

Wendholm  itself,  in  the  sudden  banquet 
of  gossip  provided  for  it,  might  have  suffered 
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from  clano^erous  indiirestion,  but  that  the 
feast  proved  less  bounteous  than  was  at 
first  supposed.  The  army  of  upholsterers 
and  decorators  had  been  sent  down  by  one 
of  the  great  furnishing  houses,  and  knew 
nothing  whatever  of  their  customers,  except 
that  they  had  hired  for  three  years,  and 
not  purchased,  the  furniture  and  costly  gew- 
gaws which  were  about  to  fill  the  large, 
rambling  rooms — an  arrangement  so  utterly 
unheard  of  at  Wendholm,  that  the  nutri- 
ment it  provided  in  the  way  of  discussion 
a  little  consoled  them  for  the  discovery  that 
"  the  band  of  superior  servants  "  consisted 
only  so  far  in  two  female  servants  and  a 
man,  who  were  to  take  care  of  the  house 
and  wait  on  young  Stanforth  (who  was 
expected  down  shortly),  until  the  rest  of  the 
establishment  should  follow,  with  the  lady 
of  the  house  herself.  These  servants  had 
been    engaged    in    town,    and    were    entire 
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strangers  to  the  family,  so  they  could  not 
gratify  Wendholm  curiosity  in  any  way. 
Clearly  the  village  would  have  to  wait,  at 
least  until  the  expected  vanguard  arrived 
in  the  form  of  the  *'  young  heir,"  as  they 
shortly  called  him — the  heir  to  what  being 
unspecified — with  his  grooms  and  horses. 


(     69     ) 


CHAPTER   V. 

SIR    BRIAN   AT    LAST. 

Genevra  had  not  vouchsafed  to  her  friends 
any  description  of  her  elderly  lover's  per- 
sonal appearance.  If  she  had,  would  it 
have  been  more  useful  for  any  purpose  of 
identification  than  such  particulars  usually 
are  ?  Mr.  Burnes  only  knew  that  Sir  Brian 
had  been,  in  past  generations,  the  unsuccess- 
ful rival  of  the  last  baronet,  who  had  died 
in  old  age,  and  had  left  daughters  by  the 
disputed  fair  one  much  older  than  Miss 
Farquhar.  He  expected,  therefore,  to  see 
a  white-haired  and  silver-bearded  septua- 
genarian—  feeble  certainly,  perhaps  gouty 
and  infirm  ;  and  was  not  a  little  surprised 
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when,  in  reply  to  the  station-master's 
summons,  "  Sir  Brian  Carruthers  ?  Cart 
waits  for  Sir  Brian  Carruthers,"  the  only 
first-class  passenger  for  Wendholm  stepped 
forward,  a  little  languidly,  perhaps  —  Sir 
Brian  never  went  in  for  activity — but  with 
as  little  of  infirmity  in  his  gait  as  there  was 
in  Charley's  own — well,  say  five  or  ten 
years  ago,  before  he  had  grown  so  stout. 
Indeed,  of  the  two  men,  betw^een  whose 
respective  ages  stretched  the  period  of  ten 
}'ears,  the  baronet,  with  his  slight  figure, 
his  faultless  attire,  and  well-kept  moustache 
lightly  sprinkled  with  grey,  would,  to  a 
casual  observer,  have  seemed  younger  and, 
to  almost  any  observer,  more  personally 
attractive  than  Charley,  with  his  rather 
coarsely  moulded  shape,  fast  becoming  un- 
wieldy ;  his  clothes  made  by  the  village 
tailor,  and  worn  with  as  little  distinction  as 
they    were    fashioned  ;    and    his    hair    and 
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beard,  which  Mrs.  Burnes  always  insisted 
on  trimming  with  her  own  hands  at 
irregular  intervals,  and  with  very  irregular 
results.  But  of  the  Vicar's  exterior  Sir  Brian 
took  no  heed  ;  he  had  too  recently  returned 
from  his  outre-mer  banishment  to  have 
relapsed  into  the  fashionable  conventionality 
of  his  youth,  and  the  frank  geniality  of 
the  worthy  parson  delighted  him  the  more 
that  he  had  secretly  expected  some  formality 
in  his  reception  from  Genevra's  rustic  kins- 
folk. 

Mr.  Burnes  obeyed  his  wife's  direction 
to  assume  that  the  visitor  had  come  only  to 
claim  the  acquaintance  of  his  family  connec- 
tions on  his  return  to  Eugland.  Scarcely 
more  than  connections  by  courtesy ;  buc 
then,  Dr.  Farquhar  and  he  had  been  friends 
in  youth  ;  and  Charley  checked  himself 
rather  awkwardly,  as  if  he  had  been  guilty 
of  a  solecism  in  reminding  his  companion 
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of  a  circumstance  that  so  decidedly  stamped 
him  as  beloDging  to  a  past,  or  at  least 
passing,  generation. 

But  Sir  Brian's  "  withers  were  unwrung." 
"Ah  yes,"  he  answered  lightly;  "poor 
Farquhar  and  I  w^ere  close  friends,  before  T 
w^ent  abroad,  but  I  heard  little  of  him  after- 
w^ards.  Although  he  w^as  so  much  a  greater 
wanderer  than  I,  yet  he  '  gave  hostages  to 
fortune '  by  his  two  marriages,  which  keeps 
his  memory  greener  in  his  native  country 
than  mine  is,  although  /  have  come  back, 
for  I  have  found  few  to  welcome  me." 

^'  I  dare  say  a  great  many  will  turn  up 
by-and-by,"  observed  Charley,  consolingly. 

"  Of  course  they  will,"  replied  Sir  Brian, 

quietly  ;  "  but,  meantime Ah,  that  is 

a  fine  place,  up  there  among  the  trees.      Is 
that  the  Grange  ?  " 

For  they  had  come  to  a  turn  in  the  road 
from   which  Oakland  Heights    w^as   visible 
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through  a  clearance  that  had  been  recently 
made  in  the  woods  around  it. 

''That  is  Oakland  Heights,"  answered  the 
Vicar ;  "  it  belongs  to  me,  and  a  horrid 
bother  it  has  been  to  me  these  years.  But  I 
am  all  right  now;  I  have  got  a  tenant  for  it 
at  last.  By  the  way  "  (as  a  bright  inspira- 
tion flashed  upon  him),  "  perhaps  you  may 
know  her — Lady  Dalton,  the  widow  of  Sir 
Peregrine  Dalton  ?  " 

"  By  Jove  !  "  cried  Sir  Brian,  with  an 
animation  of  which,  a  moment  before, 
Charley  had  thought  him  incapable,  "  and 
I  have  only  just  been  saying  that  I  was 
such  a  stranger  in  my  own  country  !  Yes, 
I  knew  Sir  Peregrine  and  Lady  Dalton  very 
well.    How  long  has  she  been  a  widow  ?  '* 

"  Can't  say,  I'm  sure.  I  know  nothing 
about  her,  except  that  she  has  taken  my 
house  through  the  agent  in  town.  If  you 
can  tell  us  anything  about  her  it  will  be  a 
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charity  to  all  our  women-folk,  who  are 
dying  of  curiosity." 

But  Sir  Brian  had  become  suddenly 
pensive,  and  made  no  reply,  till  Charley 
grew  alarmed. 

"  Is  there  anything  wrong  about  her  ? " 
he  asked  anxiously ;  and  his  companion 
aroused  liimself  from  his  momentary  abstrac- 
tion to  say — 

*'  Oh  no  ;  far  from  that.  I  knew  Sir 
Peregrine  and  Lady  Dal  ton  five  or  six  years 
ago.  1'hey  were  on  a  yachting  cruise,  and 
had  come  to  grief  in  a  storm.  The  yacht 
put  into  harbour  for  repairs,  and  they  were 
detained  some  weeks  ;  I  saw  a  great  deal 
of  them." 

"  A  long  distance  to  go  on  a  yachting 
cruise,  was  it  not  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  Sir  Perecrrine  would  have  sroue  all 
round  the  world.  He  was  never  happy 
except  when  at  sea.     Indeed,  the  doctor,  I 
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believe,  ordered  him  to  be  constantly  on  the 
water." 

''  And  did  she  like  that  kind  of  thing  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  can't  say.  She  seemed  happy 
enough.  And  then  the  yacht  was  always 
for  some  time  in  harbour  at  all  the  pleasant 
places  they  passed,  and  she  (the  lady,  I 
mean)  was  always  admired  and  feted  where - 
ever  she  went " 

"  Admired,  was  she  ? "  said  Charley, 
pricking  up  his  ears  with  a  sudden  vivacity 
which  his  Rosebud  might  not  have  alto- 
gether approved.  "  Then  she  is  handsome, 
this  widow  of  ours  ?  " 

Again  Sir  Brian  paused  ;  then — ''  She  was 
handsome  ;  but  that  is  five  years  ago.  She 
was  not  then  in  her  first  youth." 

"  Oh,  of  course  not.  Why,  she  has  got  a 
grown-up  son." 

It  was  now  Sir  Brian's  turn  to  express  a 
vivacious   curiosity.     *'  A  son '?     By  Jove  ! 
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I  never   heard  that.      A  son  of  Sir  Pere- 

grines  ? 

"  Hardly.  His  name  is — well,  I  forget  the 
name,  but  it  was  not  Dal  ton." 

"  The  silly  artifices  of  women  !  "  cried  Sir 
Brian,  with  an  impatience  which  seemed  a 
little  uncalled  for.  "  I  never  even  knew 
that  she  had  been  twice  married.  How  old 
is  this  son  ?  " 

"  A  mere  lad,  scarcely  more  than  twenty. 
But,  Sir  Brian,  there  was  no  mystery,  I 
hope  ?     She — she's  all  right,  isn't  she  ?  " 

"  I  never  heard  a  word  against  her," 
answered  his  companion.  "  She  was  as 
fond  of  admiration  as  all  pretty  women  are  ; 
perhaps  she  showed  it  too  clearly  ;  but  I 
believe — I  may  almost  say  I  know — that 
she  was  a  true  wife.  I  can't  say  there  was 
mystery  either  ;  there  were  so  few  English 
at  Kio,  and  all  strangers  to  her.  Perhaps 
Sir  Peregrine  did  not  care  that  she  should 
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prattle  much  of  her  first  marriage ;  and, 
besides Ah  !  is  this  the  Grange  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Charley,  a  little  maliciously, 
"  here  you  are,  at  the  Grange  at  last." 

But  although  the  baronet's  eyes  wan- 
dered over  the  windows  of  the  house,  as  if 
in  eager  search  of  the  maiden  whom  he  had 
come  to  woo,  there  was  hardly  the  expected 
interest  in  the  words  he  murmured  as  the 
Vicar  drew  up  at  the  gate. 

"  So  she  was  married  twice,  and  I  never 
knew  it  !  "  said  he. 


78  THE  STORY  OF   A   KISS. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

AN   AWKWARD    CONFIDENCE. 

Charley  duly  presented  Sir  Brian  to  Mrs. 
Farquhar,  and  left  him  with  her  while  he 
departed  to  bring  back  his  wife,  it  having 
been  arranged  between  them  that  the  pre- 
sence of  Mrs.  Burnes  was  indispensable  to 
"support"  her  sister  and  Jenny  in  an 
interview  of  such  importance  with  a  stranger. 
Dinner  had  been  ordered  early,  at  Chatty's 
suggestion,  partly  to  set  Mr.  Burnes  at 
liberty  to  keep  an  engagement  he  had  m 
the  village,  but  more,  as  she  said,  "  to  give 
lime  to  the  young  people"  to  settle  their 
diflference,  whatever  it  was,  during  a  walk 
round  the  garden  before  dusk. 
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Poor  shy  Mrs.  Farquhar  was  dreadfully 
nervous  when  Sir  Brian  was  left  alone  with 
her  and  Geuevra,  before  the  girl  went 
upstairs  to  dress,  which  she  did  much  sooner 
than  was  necessary ;  but,  at  first.  Sir  Brian's 
habit  of  looking  fixedly  at  her  while  he 
stroked  his  moustache  (he  always  stroked 
it  when  he  was  contented,  and  pulled  it 
when  he  was  angry ;  but  Mrs.  Farquhar  did 
not  know  this,  any  more  than  she  knew 
that  when  his  large  blue  eyes  were  riveted 
on  those  of  his  interlocutor,  he,  in  reality, 
saw  nothing  but  the  secret  working  of  his 
own  brain) — his  fixed  gaze  added  so  much 
to  her  embarrassment,  that  a  casual  observer 
would  have  supposed  that  the  baronet  had 
come  a-wooinor  to  her  instead  of  to  her 
daughter.  But,  as  ''  everything  comes  to 
those  who  know  how  to  wait,"  so,  after  a  few 
moments,  came  to  Carruthers  the  perception 
of  his  hostess's  timidity,  and  he  forthwith 
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emerged  from  his  reverie  and  applied  himself 
to  the  duty  of  reassuring  her.  He  was  not 
a  brilliant  conversationalist,  but  he  had  tact 
enough  to  choose  subjects  of  interest  for 
those  whom  he  desired  to  amuse  ;  and, 
having  once  launched  them  on  one  of  these,, 
he  would  gradually  withdraw  from  an  active 
part  in  the  conversation,  and  take  that  of 
a  profoundly  interested  listener — a  tactic 
which  rarely  failed  of  success.  He  had  to 
make  two  or  three  false  starts  before  he 
could  overcome  Mrs.  Farquhar's  reserve,  but 
it  broke  down  at  last,  under  some  allusion 
to  the  far-off  days  when  he  had  known 
Dr.  Farquhar,  and  to  the  enthusiasm  that 
had  been  afterwards  aroused  by  that  dis- 
tinguished traveller  in  the  scientific  world. 
The  flattery  (for  it  was  little  more)  of  her 
husband  brought  animation  to  the  widow's 
languid  eyes,  and,  seconded  by  Genevra,  to 
whom  praise  of  her  lost  father  was  always 
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a  stimulus,  the  stranger  rapidly  appeared  in 
the  light  of  a  family  friend — "  as  if,"  Mrs. 
Farquhar  afterwards  said,  "  she  had  known 
him  all  her  life." 

It  had  seemed  a  trying  ordeal  for  Jenny 
to  meet  her  lover  under  the  eyes  of  watch- 
fully observant  relatives,  to  whom  he  was 
an  almost  entire  stranger  ;  but  bashfulness 
was,  at  least,  not  one  of  her  infirmities,  and 
there  was  nothing  in  her  visitor's  manner  to 
call  it  forth.  He  directed  his  whole  atten- 
tion to  the  lady  of  the  house,  neither  by 
word  nor  glance  reminding  the  daughter 
that  his  visit  had  any  special  reference  to 
her ;  so  that  when  the  dinner  hour  had 
arrived,  and  the  Vicar  and  his  wife  appeared 
to  "  support "  her,  she  did  not  seem  at  all 
in  need  of  such  sustainment. 

Sir  Brian  appeared  to  be  extremely  in- 
terested in  the  society,  etc.,  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood, and  especially  in  Oakland  Heights, 
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though  he  skifully  evaded  the  anxious 
inquiries  of  Mrs.  Burnes  about  the  coming 
tenant,  replying  that  he  had  not  known  her 
since  her  husband's  death,  and  really  could 
say  very  little  about  her,  except  that  she 
was  a  charming  woman  and  a  general 
favourite.  When  the  ladies  left  the  dining- 
room,  he  opened  the  door  for  them,  and 
following  them  into  the  hall,  he  took  down 
Jenny's  hat  from  the  stand,  and,  oflfering  it 
to  her  with  a  smile,  said — 

"  You  will  come  and  show  me  your 
fernery,  will  you  not  ? " 

Jenny  took  the  hat  without  reply.  Mrs. 
Farquhar  passed  on  to  the  drawing-room 
without  turning  her  head ;  but  Chatty 
paused,  when  Charley,  who  was  behind 
her,  with  his  usual  disregard  of  conventional 
proprieties,  gave  her  a  push  which  greatly 
accelerated  her  movements,  and  when  she 
turned  on  him  to  remonstrate,  the  audacious 
couple  had  disappeared. 
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For  a  while  there  was  silence  among  the 
forsaken  group  in  the  drawing-room,  a 
silence  which  was  broken  by  the  Vicar's 
abrupt  inquiry — 

*'  Now,  Chatty,  what  do  you  think  of 
this  sweetheart  of  Gen's  ?  " 

"  You  should  ask  that  of  Juliet,  my  dear," 
returned  his  wife,  loftily.  "  My  opinion  is 
of  no  weight  whatever." 

"It  is  a  question  of  taste,  not  of  opinion," 
said  Charley,  "  and  most  people  would  defer 
to  your  taste.  Chatty,  especially  " — with  a 
laugh — ''  if  they  had  the  advantage  of 
knowing  me." 

Such  ill-timed  levity  from  any  one  but 
the  Vicar  would  have  called  forth  a  severe 
reproof  from  his  lady,  but  she  passed  it  by 
with  an  indulgent  smile,  and,  turning  to  her 
sister,  asked — 

"  What  do  you  think  of  Sir  Brian  Carru- 
thers,  Juliet  ? " 
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"  I  think,"  hesitated  Mrs.  Farquhar,  "  that 
he  is  very  nice,  very  gentlemanly " 

"  That  is  what  a  maid-servant  might 
say." 

*'  Very  well-bred,  then,"  corrected  Juliet, 
"  and  very  young  looking  for  his  age." 

"  I  do  not  care  to  hear  what  you  think 
of  his  appearance — we  can  all  judge  for 
ourselves  on  that  point;  but  what  do  you 
think  of  him?  Has  he  explained  himself 
entirely  to  your  satisfaction?  Is  every- 
thing settled,  anyhow  ?  " 

"  He  was  very  nice,"  repeated  Mrs.  Far- 
quhar, ''  but  as  for  settling  anything,  how 
could  I  do  that  ?  That  is  for  him  to 
manage  with  Genevra." 

*'  Well,  tell  us  what  has  passed  between 
you,  Ju,  if  you  don't  mind,"  interposed 
Charley;  ''put  us  au  courant  of  the 
situation,  as  we  French  scholars  say." 

"We    had    a    little    conversation,"   ad- 
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mitted  Mrs.  Farquhar.  "  Jenny  was  in  her 
own  room,  and  he  did  not  ask  for  her.  He 
thanked  me  for  allowing  his  visit,  and  said 
that  my  daughter  had  sanctioned  it  when 
they  parted,  but  that  there  had  since 
been  some  slight  misunderstanding,  which 
he  was  sure  could  be  cleared  up  pre- 
sently, if  he  might  be  permitted  to  see 
Genevra  alone  for  a  few  minutes  in  the 
course  of  the  evening,  and — and  that  was 
all." 

"All?"  said  Mrs.  Burnes.  ''Well,  it 
was  not  much.  Did  he  not  say  why  he 
had  been  so  long  in  attempting  to  clear  up 
this  slight  misunderstanding  ?  " 

**  He  said  no  more ;  he  took  a  long  time 
to  say  that.  Then  we  talked  about  things 
in  general  until  the  dressing-bell  rang,  and 
Jenny  had  not  been  down  five  minutes 
when  you  and  Charley  arrived.  But  it 
will  be  all  right  by-and-by  1 " 
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"  What  do  you  mean  by  all  right  ?  That 
Jenny  and  he  will  harmonize  f  Would  you 
like  him  for  a  son-in-law,  Juliet  ? " 

Mrs.  Farquhar  shook  her  head.  '^  Genevra 
is  far  too  young  for  him,"  she  answered. 

"  You  mean,"  observed  Chatty,  "  that  he 
is  too  old  for  her  ?  " 

"  Where  is  the  difference  ? "  inquired 
Charley. 

"  There  is  this  diflference,  Charles :  if  she 
is  too  young  for  him,  he  has  only  to  wait — 
she  will  grow  old  enough  ;  if  /le  is  too  old 
for  Ifier^  waiting  will  not  make  him  younger. 
I  doubt  if  he  is  too  old  for  her.  She  needs 
guidance,  authority,  which  she  would  not 
find  in  a  boy-husband.  I  am  no  advocate 
for  marriage  in  early  youth,  but  if  such  a 
girl  does  marry,  it  should  be  a  man  much 
older  than  herself" 

"My  love,"  said  Charley,  with  a  sly 
glance  at  his  sister-in-law,  "how  well  it  is 
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for  me  that  your  practice   did  not  accord 
with  your  principle  1  " 

'*It  accorded  perfectly,  Charles.  What  I 
said  applies  equally  well  to  a  young  man 
who  marries  a  woman  who  has  the  advan- 
tage of  him  in  years.     He  gains  steadiness, 

judgment,  balance " 

"  He  may  gain  balance,"  interrupted  the 
irrepressible  Charley,  "  if  she  happens  to 
have  one  at  her  bankers  ;    but  as  for  the 

other  gains However,  your  theory  has 

worked  too  well  in  our  case,  my  Eosebud, 
for  me  to  dispute  it.  May  I  ring  for  coffee, 
Juliet  ?  " 

Mrs.  Farquhar  started  from  a  reverie 
into  which  she  had  fallen. 

*'  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  forgot  to 
order  it.     Ring  at  once,  please." 

For  her  thoughts  had  strayed  away.  She 
was  wondering  if  her  bright,  wilful  girl 
would   mistake    this    pale    moonlight    hap- 
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piness,  this  wintry  gleam  of  Northern 
Lights,  for  the  dawn  of  a  summer  day  ? 
For  Mrs.  Farquhar,  like  a  true  mother, 
looked  forward  to  the  full  fruition  of  her 
child's  young  life  to  repay  her  for  all  she 
had  foregone  in  her  own. 

Almost  unconsciously,  Genevra  led  the 
way  along  the  wide  swarded  walk  that, 
bordered  with  rare  coniferse,  terminated  in 
a  secluded  nook  ornamented  with  rock- 
work  and  ferns,  and  Sir  Brian  followed,  to 
*'  have  it  out "  with  her  beyond  the  ken  of 
the  family  party  in  the  drawing-room.  But 
deep  down  in  Jenny's  heart  there  was  dis- 
quiet, which  all  her  resolution  could  conceal 
but  could  not  suppress,  and  her  forced  com- 
posure gave  way  when,  arriving  at  the 
fernery  and  pausing  there.  Sir  Brian  took 
a  step  in  advance,  then  suddenly  faced 
round  upon  her,  and,  taking  both  her  hands 
in  his,  exclaimed — 
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'^  Now,  Jenny,  tell  me  all  about  it !  " 
The  effect  of  this  bold  strategy  was  as 
great  (possibly  even  greater)  as  the  speaker 
could  desire.  The  girl  stood  like  a  statue, 
and  her  colour  changed  from  deepest  crimson 
to  palest  white,  while  her  eyes  did  not 
droop — that  would  have  been  a  better  sign 
— but  looked  away  from  the  speaker,  almost 
as  if  they  appealed  for  help  ;  but  she  re- 
mained perfectly  mute.  Her  lover  drew 
her  to  a  garden  seat  close  by  (first  glancing 
apprehensively  at  it  lest  it  should  be  damp) 
and  placed  her  upon  it,  standing  before  her. 
(He  had  meant  to  seat  himself  beside  her, 
but  it  did  look  rather  shiny.) 

People's  fugitive  thoughts  have  often 
much  irrelevancy.  Genevra  s  were  that  the 
garden  chair  was  the  fellow  to  the  one  at  the 
Vicarage.  When  last  she  sat  there,  some- 
body, not  Sir  Brian,  had  stood  before  her. 
An     involuntary,      a     quite     inconsequent 
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memory,  yet,  perhaps,  if  the  baronet  could 
have  read  it,  it  might  have  damped  him 
even  as  he  stood.  He  waited  a  moment 
or  two,  until  Jenny's  confusion  had  sub- 
sided, and  then  resumed. 

"  Tell  me,  Genevra,  what  could  have 
happened  since  we  parted  to  suggest  such 
an  absurd  notion  as  that  you  were  '  not 
worthy '  to  be  my  wife  ?  It  is  horrible  to  me 
to  be  forced  to  repeat  such  words,  even  while 
I  know  that  I  shall  smile  at  your  explana- 
tion of  them." 

There  was  something  in  Sir  Brian's 
manner  as  he  said  this,  of  which  he  was 
himself  quite  unconscious — something  more 
paternal  than  lover-like,  and  quite  diflferent 
from  his  manner  in  London.  Jenny's 
womanly  instinct,  growing  rapidly  keener 
of  late,  at  once  made  her  sensible  of  the 
slight  alteration,  and  she  regained  her 
courage. 
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"  It  was  a  silly  note  I  sent  you,"  she  said. 
"  I  was  weak  and  ill  at  the  time,  and  wrote 
hastily,  without  reflection.  Will  you  forget 
it?" 

"  Certainly,  my  dear,  when  you  have 
explained  it ;  but  there  must  be  no  reserve 
on  such  a  subject  between  a  gentleman  and 
the  lady  who  had  promised " 

"  But  did  I  promise.  Sir  Brian  ?  " 

The  baronet's  brow  clouded  slightly. 

"  We  will  call  it  hope,  rather  than  promise, 
if  you  prefer  it,  Genevra.  Still,  if  you  would 
withdraw  that  hope,  you  must  assign  a 
better  reason  than  your  '  un worthiness.' 
Come,  what  is  this  mysterious  crime  you 
accuse  yourself  of  ?  I  will  absolve  you 
before  confession,  and  seal  the  absolution 
with  a  first  kiss  ; "  and  he  bent  down  to 
her,  intending  to  suit  the  action  to  tlie 
word. 

But  once  more  the  (ml  recoiled  from  him, 
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and  this  time  with  a  gesture  that  expressed 
almost  horror.  A  vague  dissatisfaction  took 
the  place  of  careless  indulgence  of  a  childish 
caprice  in  Sir  Brian's  mind,  and  his  tone 
was  a  little  severe  as  he  asked — 

"  What  does  all  this  mean,  Genevra  ? " 

"  You  said,"  she  faltered,  "  that  you 
would  expect  to  find  the  lif)s  of  your 
plighted  wife  j)ure  from  any  but  a  mother's 
touch." 

**As  yours  are,"  assented  Carruthers. 

"  Ah,"  murmured  Genevra,  "  they  are  no 
longer  pure !  " 

'*  Good  God  !  "  exclaimed  her  lover  ;  and 
he  drew  back  unfeignedly  shocked,  and  not 
knowinof  what  to  think. 

A  silence ;  then  Jenny  looked  up  wistfully, 
deprecatingly,  into  her  companion's  face,  and 
in  her  limpid  blue  eyes  there  was  a  depth 
of  simplicity  and  innocent  purity  that  made 
him    blush  for   his   momentary  misgiving ; 
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and,  seating  himself  beside  her,  forgetting 
the  damp,  he  took  her  hand. 

"  You  are  blaming  yourself  for  some  in- 
discretion which    a   '  fast '    girl  would   only 

laugh  at — a  kiss  snatched "     But  here 

he  stopped  short,  resuming,  after  a  moment's 
consideration,  '*  But  from  the  day  we  parted 
to  the  day  you  wrote  there  could  have  been 
no  opportunity  for  such  an  imprudence. 
You  were  confined  to  your  room  from  the 
effects  of  your  railway  accident  ? " 

''  It  was "  (she  had  very  nearly  said  "  a 
railway  accident ") — "  it  was  not  an  im- 
prudence ;  it  was  an  insult." 

"  Who  was  the  offender  ? " 

"A — a  man  who  travelled  with  me  in 
the  railway  carriage ; "  and  she  stopped, 
blushing  furiously,  but  less  at  the  confessed 
insult  than  at  her  unconfessed  reception  of  it. 

Sir  Brian  remained  silent,  thoughtfully 
stroking  his  long  moustache  as  he  looked  at 
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her.  It  is  not  pleasant  for  any  man  to 
think  of  his  intended  bride  having  been 
annoyed  in  a  railway  carriage  by  some  cad 
of  a  bagsman  or  horse-dealer,  who  travel 
in  first-class  carriages  because  they  fancy 
they  will  be  taken  for  gentlemen  there — that 
such  a  one  should  have  brushed  the  dew 
from  his  lily-bud !  Presently  he  asked, 
with  a  very  cold  politeness,  "  Would  you 
mind  telling  me  the  full  extent  of  this 
insult  ? " 

*'  The  extent  ?  I  have  told  you  the  ex- 
tent.    What  more  would  you  have  ?  " 

"  No  more,  nor  so  much,"  replied  Sir 
Brian,  smiling  in  spite  of  himself  at  the 
childish  naivete  of  the  question.  "  But  who 
was  the  fellow,  Genevra  ?  Did  you  know 
him  by  name  even  ?    What  was  he  like  ? " 

"  If  you  knew  him,"  said  Jenny  in  an 
awe-struck  tone,  '*  would  you  fight  a  duel 
with  him  *? " 
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"  Certainly  not ;  duels  are  not  fought 
nowadays.  I  would  thrash  him  within  an 
inch  of  his  life." 

Jenny  glanced  at  the  slight  form  of  the 
speaker,  with  its  somewhat  languid  grace, 
and  contrasted  it  mentally  with  the  lofty 
stature  and  stalwart  figure  of  the  youthful 
undergraduate. 

"  Thrash  him  ?  "  she  repeated.  "  But  if 
you  couldn't  ? " 

Decidedly  Miss  Farquhar  had  need  of 
tact  if  she  was  to  retain  her  admirers.  To 
tell  one  Englishman  that  he  did  not  know 
how  to  drive,  and  another,  that  he  could 
not  thrash  an  enemy  1 

But  Sir  Brian  only  answered  quietly,  "  I 
would  try.  But  did  the  fellow  tell  you  his 
name,  Jenny  ?  Would  you  know  him  again 
if  you  met  him  ?  " 

*'  I  never  saw  him  before  in  my  life,"  was 
Jenny's  evasive  reply  ;  and  she  added  petu- 
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lantly,  "  I  will  not  say  another  syllable  on 
the  subject  ;  I  never  wish  to  hear  it  named 
again.  Cannot  you  understand  that  it  is 
odious  and  horrible  to  me,  and  that  I  have 
only  told  you  because  I  thought  it  would 
be  dishonourable  to  hide  it  from  you  ? " 

Sir  Brian  gazed  reflectively  at  her. 

**  I  can  understand  that  perfectly,"  he 
said.  "  What  I  do  not  understand  is,  why 
Mrs.  Farquhar  has  left  it  to  you  to  tell  me  of 
it.  It  was  from  your  mother  that  I  should 
have  received  this  confidence,  Genevra." 

"  My  mother  ?  "  repeated  Jenny  in  accents 
of  lively  alarm.  "She  does  not  know  a 
syllable  about  it !  If  you  abuse  my  con- 
fidence, Sir  Brian,  I  shall  never  respect  you 
more  !  " 

After  this  outburst  the  baronet  remained 
silent  so  long  that  Miss  Farquhar  became 
impatient,  when  he  suddenly  turned  to  her 
with  his  pleasant  smile. 
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"And  I  am  not  to  take  you  to  see  the 
humming-birds,  Jenny  ?  And  what  am  I 
to  say  to  Mrs.  Farquhar  ? " 

Genevra  was  touched  by  the  unexpected 
gentleness  of  her  wronged  lover,  and  she 
answered  impulsively,  "  Dear  Sir  Brian,  how 
good  you  are  ! — but,  indeed,  I  am  too 
young,  too  inexperienced  to  think  of 
marriage.  I  was  taken  by  surprise  when 
you  spoke  to  me  in  town ;  I  was  hardly 
aware  to  what  my  answer  pledged  me. 
I  have  reflected  since,  and  I  feel  that  I 
cannot  confirm  it  now." 

"  But,  Genevra,"  rejoined  Sir  Brian, 
gravely,  "  you  said  nothing  of  all  this  in 
your  note  to  me ;  you  merely  said  (forgive 
me  for  repeating  your  words)  that  you  were 
not  worthy.  Allow  me  to  hold  you  to  that 
plea,  and  insist  on  a  fuller  confidence.  You 
never  met  this  fellow  before  in  your  life,  you 
say?" 

VOL.  II.  24 


98  THE   STORY   OF  A   KISS. 

''  No,  never,"  replied  Jenny,  trembling 
lest  the  next  question  might  be,  "  Have  you 
ever  met  him  since  ? " 

"  Where  did  he  join  the  train  ?  Where 
was  he  going  to  ?  " 

"  He  was  going  to  the  Stretford  Eaccs," 
answered  Jenny,  confusedly.  She  was  not 
conscious  of  wilful  equivocation,  but  she 
vaguely  remembered  there  was  a  great  crowd, 
bound  for  the  Kaces,  at  the  Stretford  Station, 
and  hoped,  as  it  were,  to  lose  Keith  in  it, 
and  throw  Sir  Brian  off  his  subsequent  track. 
And  the  ruse  succeeded. 

"  Oh,  I  see  ! "  he  said,  rather  relieved  ;  ''  it 
was  some  half-drunken  ruffian,  hanger-on, 
or  betting  man  of  the  turf,  I  suppose,  who 
mistook  you  for  a  lady's-maid.  No  lady 
ought  to  travel  alone.  Why  did  not  Lady 
Carruthers  see  you  into  the  women's  car- 
riage  \ 

"  So    she    did,"    confessed    Jenny ;    *'  but 
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there  was  such  a  dreadful  old  lady  in  it 
that  I  made  the  guard  let  me  out." 

"  And  this  scoundrel  was  your  fellow- 
traveller  to  Stretford  only  ? " 

"  I  got  out  at  Stretford." 

"  And  where  did  you  hurt  your  foot  ?  " 

"  I  will  not  answer  any  more  questions, 
Sir  Brian.  It  is  unkind,  ungenerous  of  you, 
to  press  me  on  such  a  subject.  I  have  told 
you  w^hat  I  thought  you  had  a  right  to 
know.  You  have  no  further  right  to  ques- 
tion me.  A  girl  who  is  too  foolish  and 
ignorant  to  be  able  to  protect  herself  against 
insult  is  not  fit  to  be  a  wife,  and  /  dont 
mean  to  be  one." 

To  this  fresh  outburst  Sir  Brian  made  no 
reply.  He  quite  realized  that,  charming  as 
girlish  innocence  may  be,  it  might  be  some- 
times inconvenient  when  it  prevented  a 
young  lady  from  taking  care  of  herself  in  a 
railway  carriage.      He  looked  thoughtfully 


100  THE   STOKY   OF  A   KISS. 

at  Genevra,  and  pulled  his  moustaclie  with 
his  habitual  gesture  when  perplexed,  and 
then  murmured,  "  They  will  say  she  jilted 
me."  He  was  a  little  vexed  when  Jenny 
replied  to  his  monologue,  as  he  had  supposed 
it  to  be — 

"  No  one  should  say  so,  Sir  Brian.  You 
have  given  me  up,  that  is  all." 

*'  And  that,"  he  said,  "  for  the  reason 
you  give,  would  be  to  cast  a  far  more  grave 
reproach  on  you,  my  poor  child.  No,  Jenny, 
I  will  not  give  you  up.  You  have  been  ill ; 
your  nerves  have  been  shaken  by  that 
scoundrel's  insolence.  You  will  be  more 
yourself  by-and-by.  We  will  refer  the 
subject  to  your  mother.  You  have  done 
very  wrong  to  conceal  it  from  her.  You 
must  give  her  your  entire  confidence,  and 
promise,  as  I  will  do,  to  abide  by  her 
decision  as  to  our  future  relations.  Will 
you  agree  to  this  ?  " 
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Genevra  could  not  but  acknowledge  in 
her  heart  that  her  lover  was  right,  as  she 
had  before  owned  to  herself  that  she  was 
wrong  in  keeping  a  secret  from  her  indulgent 
mother.  Nevertheless,  she  shrank  from  the 
thought  of  all  that  was  involved  in  teUing 
that  secret  now — all  the  questions  that 
Mrs.  Farquhar  would  not  fail  to  ask,  not 
in  suspicion,  but  from  simple  curiosity, 
bringing  to  light  every  detail  of  that  day's 
journey,  until  the  discovery  of  "  the 
scoundrel's "  identity  with  Keith  Moray 
would  be  certainly  the  ultimate  result,  a 
result  which  must  be  averted  at  any  cost. 
Why  ?  If  Genevra  had  asked  herself  this 
question — as  she  did  not — she  would  have 
said,  because  Mr.  Moray's  intimacy  with 
young  Stanforth  would  assuredly  bring  him 
frequently  to  Oakland  Heights,  and  the 
revelation  of  his  misconduct  would  involve 
a  social  ostracism,  at   least    as   far  as  the 
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Vicarage  and  the  Grange  were  concerned 
(which  meant  the  whole  society  of  Wend- 
holm),  which  would  be  very  inconvenient 
and  uncomfortable  for  everybody,  as  it 
would  probably  include  the  new  neighbours 
as  well,  who  might  not  choose  to  give  up 
their  close  friendship  with  the  young  man 
upon  the  accusation  of  a  stranger.  No ; 
they  would  be  sure  to  say  that  it  was  all 
her  fault,  and  there  would  be  general  con- 
fusion and  recrimination  on  both  sides. 

This,  or  something  like  it,  was  the  specious 
excuse  that  Jenny  w^ould  have  pleaded  for 
her  intense  desire  to  shield  Keith  Moray 
from  the  reprobation  his  fault  deserved ; 
but  deep  in  her  own  breast  lay  a  belief  that 
he  did  not  in  truth  deserve  the  epithet  of 
"  scoundrel "  that  Sir  Brian  had  so  freely 
lavished  on  her  (to  him)  unknown  assailant. 
He  had  seemed  to  wish  to  express  humility 
and  penitence.     He   had,    as  it   were,  laid 
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himself  at  her  feet.  She  might  spurn  or 
trample  on  him,  but  it  would  be  ungenerous 
to  surrender  him  to  public  contumely.  She 
was  quite  able  to  punish  him  herself,  and 
she  would  reserve  the  right  to  do  so  in  her 
own  hands.  In  short,  though  she  knew  it 
not,  the  submissive  attitude  of  the  offender 
had  awakened  in  her  girlish  breast  the 
woman's  sense  of  power,  and  joy  in  exer- 
cising it,  and  she  resented  any  attempt  to 
deprive  her  of  it. 

But  Sir  Brian,  though  very  slow  at 
arriving  at  a  conclusion,  was  sufficiently 
tenacious  of  it  when  reached,  and  steadily 
refused  to  yield  to  Jenny's  entreaties  to 
allow  her,  if  not  to  keep  her  secret  from 
Mrs.  Farquhar,  at  least  to  confide  it  to  her 
at  her  own  time.  So  that  at  last  she  tried 
the  feminine  strategy,  by  no  means  frequently 
resorted  to  by  her,  and  burst  into  tears. 
Carruthers   was   a  kind-hearted   man,    and 
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had  the  usual  masculine  dislike  to  witness- 
ing a  woman's  tears,  while  yet  he  had  not 
the  slightest  intention  of  being  drowned  out 
of  his  determination  to  learn  all  that  could 
be  told  him  of  Jenny's  mystery.  So,  after 
vainly  endeavouring  to  soothe  the  weeping 
damsel,  he  had  recourse  to  a  compromise. 

"Well,  Genevra,  I  still  think  that  / 
should  have  heard  of  this — unpleasant  in- 
cident from  your  mother's  lips,  so  she 
ought  to  hear  it  first  from  yours.  But,  since 
you  have  such  an  unaccountable  reluctance 
to  tell  her,  /  will  undertake  the  duty — a 
very  awkward  one  for  me — of  informing 
her  what  your  reason  is  for  disturbing 
the  relation  in  which  we  stood  to  each 
other  when  you  left  town  ;  provided  always 
that  you  consent  to  her  arbitration  as 
final?" 

Jenny  hesitated,  but  at  length  agreed  to 
this  suggestion,  on  condition  that  it  was  to 
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be  clearly  understood  on  all  sides  that  the 
subject  was  never  again  to  be  alluded  to,  in 
the  most  distant  manner,  by  any  one  ;  and 
she  felt  perfectly  certain  that,  secured  by 
this  stipulation  from  any  embarrassing 
questions  from  Mrs.  Farquhar,  there  was  no 
danger  of  the  mother's  ''  arbitration  "  taking 
any  bent  but  what  she  chose  to  dictate  to 
her  ;  while  Sir  Brian  complacently  re- 
flected that  he  could  put  many  "  leading 
questions  "  to  the  elder  lady,  which  would 
be  indecorous  and  ungentlemanly  to  press 
upon  the  girl.  But  if  he  had  not  been  a 
very  ardent  lover  before  this  conversation, 
his  ardour  had  assuredly  not  been  increased 
by  it,  though,  having  for  some  weeks  accus- 
tomed himself  to  think  of  Jenny  as  his 
plighted  wife,  he  could  not  at  once  take  a 
different  view  of  the  situation.  His  mind 
once  settled  in  a  certain  groove,  it  was  as 
difficult  to  change  it  as  for  a  horse  to  turn 


106  THE   STORY  OF   A   KISS. 

round  in  a  railway  box ;  and,  above  all 
things,  he  shrank  from  the  possibility  of 
Lady  Carruthers  and  Georgina  believing, 
and  affirming,  that  he  had  again  been 
jilted  I 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

"is  it  settled  ? " 

The  June  twilight  was  closing  in  when 
Sir  Brian  re-entered  the  shaded  drawing- 
room.  The  lamp  that  stood  on  the  corner 
table  was  shaded  too,  so  that  the  room  was 
in  partial  darkness,  or  would  have  been 
but  for  the  fire,  which,  to  her  guest's  great 
satisfaction,  Mrs.  Farquhar  had  consider- 
ately ordered  to  be  lighted  for  him. 
'*  People  coming  from  abroad,"  she  said, 
*'  are  always  chilly.  Dr.  Farquhar  liked 
a  fire  in  the  evening  all  the  year  round." 

Mr.    Burnes   had   gone    away    into    the 
shrubberies    to    smoke    a    cigar,    but   Mrs. 
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Burnes  sat  near  the  open  window,  from 
which,  as  the  twilight  deepened,  she  could 
watch  the  flitting  spark  among  the  trees 
while  she  busied  herself  with  her  knitting, 
and,  hidden  by  the  folds  of  the  curtains, 
Carruthers  did  not  at  first  perceive  her. 
Mrs.  Farquhar  was  seated  near  the  fire, 
with  a  small  tea-table  beside  her.  Her 
fair,  pale  face  wore  an  expression  of  anxiety, 
as  she  looked  up  at  Sir  Brian's  entrance 
and  saw  that  he  was  alone. 

"  What  have  you  done  with  Jenny  ?  " 
she  inquired.  "  I  am  waiting  for  her  to 
pour  out  the  tea." 

He  went  up  to  her  and  replied,  "  Miss 
Farquhar  has  gone  up  to  her  own  room. 
She  desired  me  to  request  that  she  should 
not  be  disturbed  there  this  evening.  She 
has    charged    me    with    a    communication 

which "     His    hand  was  on   the   chair 

he  was  about  to  draw  to  the  mother's  side, 
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when  lie  caught  sight  of  Mrs.  Burnes  and 
stopped  short. 

Mrs.  Farquhar  smiled.  "  Can  I  guess 
what  the  communication  may  be,  Sir  Brian  ? 
You  have  settled  your  temporary  difference, 
I  hope  ? " 

But  Sir  Brian's  eyes  were  riveted  on 
the  Vicar's  wife,  and  he  made  no  answer. 

"  Do  not  mind  my  sister's  presence,"  re- 
sumed Juliet,  observing  his  look  ;  "we  have 
no  secrets  from  one  another." 

The  figure  in  the  window  did  not  move. 

"  If  any  secret  were  mine,"  answered  Sir 
Brian,  "  I  should  be  honoured  by  the  per- 
mission to  share  it  with  Mrs.  Burnes  ;  but  I 
am  only  an  ambassador  in  this  instance, 
and  have  no  credentials  to  another  court 
than  yours  ; "  and,  bowing  with  his  half- 
Spanish  courtesy  to  both  ladies,  he  quietly 
walked  to  the  tea-table,  and  prepared  to 
assist  his  hostess  with  the  tea. 
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Juliet  turned  a  half-imploring,  half- 
reproachful  glance  on  her  sister,  who  rose, 
went  to  the  fireside,  and  calmly  took  the 
cup  which  Sir  Brian  offered  her. 

'*  I  dare  say,"  she  observed  sternly, 
"  that  this  mysterious  *  communication  '  of 
Jenny's  can  wait  until  Charley  comes  in  to 
take  me  home.  Juliet,  you  and  Sir  Brian 
will  have  time  enough  to  yourselves  to  talk 
it  over  when  we  are  gone,  if  you  still  per- 
sist in  excluding  me  from  the  conference." 

But  Carruthers,  who  was  never  in  any 
haste,  merely  bowed  again  and  smiled,  and 
then,  while  he  sipped  his  coffee,  began  an 
instructive  disquisition  on  the  different 
methods  of  preparing  it  in  various  climes. 
The  tea-service  being  removed,  he  rose  to 
examine  some  of  the  curios  with  which  the 
room  was  filled,  which  he  did  quite  leisurely, 
without  any  sign  of  restlessness ;  and  once 
more  Juliet  cast  her  imploring  looks  on  the 
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immovable  Mrs.  Burnes,  when  Sir  Brian 
stopped. 

"  This  is  a  magnificent  chess-table,"  he 
said.  "  Cingalese  workmanship,  I  observe  ; 
very  fine  indeed.  Mrs.  Burnes,  may  I 
challenge  you  to  a  game  of  chess  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,  I  only  play  a  little  to 
amuse  my  husband,"  began  Chatty  ;  then 
checking  herself,  she  added,  "  but  1  will 
play  a  game  with  you.  Sir  Brian,  if  you 
will  accept  so  poor  an  antagonist." 

The  chess-table  was  soon  arranged,  and 
the  two  were  apparently  as  deeply  absorbed 
in  their  mimic  battle  as  if  there  were  no 
deeper  interest  on  earth,  while  poor  Mrs. 
Farquhar  looked  on,  trying  to  keep  down 
the  tears  of  impatience  and  vexation  that 
kept  rising  to  her  eyes.  Once  or  twice  she 
half  rose  from  her  seat  to  go  in  search  of 
Genevra  ;  but  she  was  afraid  lest  that  might 
appear  discourteous  to  her  guest  if  Charley 
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returned  in  her  absence,  and  she  was  still 
more  afraid  lest,  in  disregarding  Jenny's 
wish  to  be  left  alone,  she  should  incur  the 
displeasure  of  that  little  autocrat,  while 
she  contemplated  with  a  kind  of  disgust 
Sir  Brian's  absorption  in  his  game,  and  the 
leisurely  way  he  had  of  pausing  between 
every  move.  "They  will  not  finish  it 
before  midnight,"  thought  poor  Mrs.  Far- 
quhar.  "  That  cold-blooded  man  to  pretend 
to  being  a  lover  !  " 

But  here  she  wronged  Carruthers.  He 
was  a  first-rate  chess-player,  but  when  mated 
Avith  a  very  inferior  one,  as  Chatty  had 
truly  professed  herself  to  be,  he  could  carry 
on  the  game  as  mechanically  as  an  auto- 
maton or  a  sleep-walker,  and  be  all  the 
time  only  conscious  of  his  own  dreamy 
musings.  While  he  gave  check  to  Chatty's 
queen,  or  threatened  her  knights  and 
bishops,  he  was,  in  fact,   deeply  engrossed 


"  IS  IT   SETTLED  ?  "  113 

with  the  problem  of  how  best  to  acquit 
himself  of  the  very  unpleasant  duty  of  tell- 
ing Mrs.  Farquhar  what  she  ought  to  have 
learnt  from  her  daughter's  lips  long  ago. 
Suddenly  Mrs.  Burnes  swept  her  hand 
across  the  board,  and  rose. 

"  Pardon  me  the  rudeness,  Sir  Brian,"  she 
said,  "  but  there  is  no  glory  for  you  in  the 
defeat  of  such  an  antagonist  as  I  am.  I 
hear  the  wheels  of  the  pony-carriage  coming 
up  the  drive.  My  husband  has  been  to 
fetch  it,  to  drive  me  home.  Juliet,  I  left 
my  bonnet  and  cloak  in  the  breakfast-room  ; 
there  is  a  light  there." 

At  that  moment  Charley  entered  the 
room,  and,  while  he  was  addressing  Sir 
Brian,  his  wife  signed  to  her  sister  to  follow 
her  into  the  breakfast-room.  No  sooner 
were  they  alone,  than  Juliet  broke  forth — 

"Oh,  sister  Chatty,  how  could  you  ?  He 
must  have  thought  you  so  ill-bred  !  " 

VOL.  II.  25 
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"  Never  mind  if  he  did,  my  dear," 
answered  Chatty,  calmly  fastening  her 
mantle.  *'  He  will  have  time  to  correct 
that  opinion,  and  I  could  have  no  better 
opportunity  of  forming  a  judgment  on  his 
character." 

"  You  shall  tell  me  that  judgment  to- 
morrow," said  Mrs.  Farquhar,  who  was  most 
anxious  that  her  sister  should  depart. 

"  No,  I  will  tell  you  now,"  said  the  in- 
exorable Chatty.  "  I  think  Sir  Brian  bore 
very  well  the  test  to  which  I  subjected  him. 
He  has  more  firmness  than  I  should  have 
credited  him  with,  and  a  very  even  temper. 
If  Jenny  will  marry  so  young — she  cannot 
marry  for  two  years  yet,  you  know — for 
her,  with  her  wilful,  impulsive  nature,  a 
husband  with  firmness  and  temper  ^dll  be 
perfectly  suitable.  I  am  satisfied  with  the 
choice,  notwithstanding  the  disparity  in  age. 
He  is  very  well-bred  too,  although  he  has 
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an  odd  way  of  staring  silently  at  one. 
Charley  is  calling.  Good-night,  Juliet. 
Come  down  to  the  Vicarage  to-morrow, 
when  your  visitor  has  left  you,  and  tell  me 
how  it  is  settled." 

Sir  Brian  handed  Mrs.  Burnes  into  the 
carriage,  and  watched  her  driven  off  by  her 
attentive  husband  before  he  returned  to  the 
drawing-room,  where  Mrs.  Farquhar  im- 
patiently awaited  him. 

"  Now,  Sir  Brian,"  she  cried,  before  he 
had  well  closed  the  door,  "  what  is  this 
message  from  Jenny  that  she  cannot  deliver 
herself?" 

Carruthers  placed  a  chair  for  her  near  the 
fire,  and  sat  down  opposite  to  her,  where 
nothing  intercepted  his  steady  gaze  into  her 
face. 

"It  was  not  my  wish,"  he  said,  "to  be 
commissioned  to  tell  you  what  you  ought 
to    have  learnt  from  Miss  Farquhar  herself 
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some  weeks  ago,  and  which  /  ought  to  have 
heard,  not  from  her,  but  from  you  ;  but 
Genevra  insisted  on  my  speaking  for  her, 
and,  wilful  as  she  is,  I  must  defer  to  her 
will,  you  see." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Mrs.  Farquhar,  somewhat 
relieved.  She  thought  that  by  this  pre- 
amble Sir  Brian  only  meant  a  formal  apology 
for  having  left  Jenny  to  tell  her  of  his  pro- 
posal, instead  of  writing  to  her  himself 
before  her  daughter's  return.  "  It  is  true," 
she  added,  *'that  I  was  a  little  hurt  by 
Genevra's  reserve  ;  but,  after  all,  it  was  only 
a  girl's  bashfulness,  and  poor  Jenny  was  so 
very  ill  when  she  came  home,  she  was 
scarcely  herself  for  some  days.  Her  foot 
was  so  painful,  too." 

'*Her  foot?"  repeated  Brian.  "It  has 
never  been  clearly  explained  to  me  how  that 
injury  was  caused.  A  railway  accident,  was 
it  not  ? " 
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"  Oh  no,"  answered  the  mother,  inno- 
cently, "  nothing  to  do  with  the  railway. 
Jenny  had  to  change  at  Stretford,  and  it  was 
the  day  of  the  Eaces,  and  in  the  confusion 
she  got  on  the  wrong  line,  and  was  carried 
quite  out  of  her  way  before  she  found  it  out." 

"  Just  so.     And  then  ?  " 

"Then  she  was  put  down  at  an  out-of- 
the-way  station,  where  there  were  no  trains 
running  to  take  her  across  country  to  a 
junction.  Was  it  not  clever  of  her  to  think 
of  that.  Sir  Brian,  and  she  so  new  to  travel- 
ling?" 

"Yes.     But  her  foot?" 

"  Well,  the  horse  stumbled  and  fell,  and 
threw  her  out,  and  she  sprained  her  ankle, 
and  Dr.  Stew^art  feared  a  slight  concussion 
of  the  brain.  But,  thank  Heaven,  there  was 
nothing  of  that  kind." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  interrupted  Brian, 
"  but  how  did  she  get  home  ? " 
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"Oh,  the  flyman,  or  cabman,  whatever 
they  called  him,  fetched  a  doctor,  and  be- 
tween them  they  got  her  to  the  junction, 
and  started  her  safely  homewards." 

" I  see,"  said  Sir  Brian,  pensively  ;  "all 
that  took  place  after  that  occurrence  at 
Stretford  ?  Yes,  she  said  she  got  out  at 
Stretford." 

"  Occurrence  ?  What  occurrence  ?  "  de- 
manded Mrs.  Farquhar,  alarmed.  "  Is  there 
something  else  hidden  from  me  ?  What 
happened  at  Stretford  ?  I  entreat  you  to 
tell  me,  Sir  Brian  !  " 

"  Not  much,"  he  answered,  reassuringly. 
"  It  was  only  this.  Lady  Carruthers  had 
the  folly  to  send  her  niece  alone  on  a  rail- 
way journey  on  a  day  of  Stretford  Races, 
when,  of  course,  there  are  always  a  lot  of 
scamps  about.  There  was  a  fellow  in 
Jenny's  compartment  who  mistook  her,  per- 
haps, for  a  lady's-maid  or  a  milliner's  girl. 
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seeing  no  one  there  to  look  after  her,  and — 
confound  the  brute  ! — he  was  rude  to  her. 
Tried  to  kiss  her,  I  believe." 

If  Mrs.  Farquhar  was  pale  before,  she 
was  scarlet  now. 

"  Good  heavens  !  '*'  she  cried,  "  my  Jenny, 
my  sweet  innocent  child,  insulted  by  a 
ruffian  I  Oh,  Sir  Brian,  what  can  we 
do?" 

"  I  do  not  see  that  we  can  do  anything," 
replied  he,  "since  we  are  never  likely  to 
catch  the  fellow.  I  should  know  well  enough 
what  to  do  in  that  case  ;  but  Jenny  says 
she  never  saw  him  before  in  her  life,  and  did 
not  seem  to  care  to  describe  him." 

Mrs.  Farquhar  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and 
then  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  my  poor  child  !  Oh, 
what  a  relief !  " 

Sir  Brian  stared  hard  at  her,  and  began 
slowly  to  revolve  in  his  own  mind  whether, 
after    all,    there    was   not    something  queer 
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about  these   Farquhars  ?     But  Juliet    pro- 
ceeded to  explain. 

"  It  is  a  dreadful  shock,  but  it  is  a  great 
relief  too.  I  can  now  clearly  understand 
Jenny's  reserve,  which  wounded  me  so 
deeply  at  the  time.  Naturally,  she  was 
completely  thrown  off  her  balance,  and  could 
not  bring  herself  to  speak  of  an  incident  so 
revolting,  so  humiliating." 

"  I  should  have  thought  she  would  have 
told  her  mother  ?  " 

"  You  do  not  know  Genevra  as  I  do.  She 
is,  with  all  her  frankness,  extremely  reticent 
as  to  her  feelings,  and  very  proud.  An 
insult  like  that  would  lower  her  in  her  own 
esteem  for  a  long  time,  and  she  would 
especially  shrink  from  the  sympathy  which 
would  always  remind  her  of  it." 

"  She  did  not  show  you  her  note  to 
me  ?  " 

"She    did    not.       She   wrote   it   in   my 
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presence,  but  she  would  not  allow  me  to 
read  it." 

Sir  Brian  drew  a  small  note -case  from  his 
breast-pocket,  took  out  Genevra's  letter,  and 
silently  presented  it  to  Mrs.  Farquhar,  who 
read  and  returned  it. 

"It  is  a  very  childish,  impulsive  note," 
he  said,  "  and  I  own  I  could  make  nothing 
out  of  it,  and  so  I  just  ran  dow^n  to  have  it 
out  with  Jenny." 

"Yes?"  said  Mrs.  Farquhar,  interroga- 
tively, as  he  paused. 

He  deliberately  put  the  note  into  the  fire, 
and  watched  it  consume  before  he  replied, 
"  She  told  me  just  what  I  have  told  you — that 
a  blackguard,  a  stranger  to  her,  had  kissed 
her  in  the  railway  carriage,  and  she  had  got 
out  of  his  way  at  Stretford.  She  would  not 
speak  another  word  on  the  subject ;  she 
only  insisted  that  she  was  not  worthy  to  be 
a  wife,  since  she  could  not  repel  insolence  of 
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that  kind,    and  she  wished    me  to  release 
her  from  her  promise." 

"  So  like  Jenny  !  "  murmured  the  mother. 
''  But  how  did  it  end  ?  " 

"  Why,   after   a  little    discussion,   I  per- 
suaded her  to  allow  me  to  refer  the  subject 
to  your  arbitration.     I  could  not  give  her 
up,  you  know,  on  such  a  plea ;  it  would  be 
a  disgrace  to  the  girl  for  ever  if  it  came  to 
the  ears  of  the  scandal-mongers." 
"  But  how  could  it  ?  " 
"  These  things  have  a  way  of  transpiring, 
be  as  close  as  you  may.     My  aunt  and  her 
daughter  know  of  Genevra's   acceptance  of 
me ;  they  would  never  rest  until  they  had 
ferreted  out  something  of  the   story.    Any 
way,  it  would  come  to  half-light  some  time 
or  other." 

"  But  that  is  frightful !  "  said  poor  Mrs. 
Farquhar. 

Brian  continued:    "  To  tell  you  the  truth. 
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I  blame  myself  in  a  great  measure  for  the 
occurrence.  I  ought  never  to  have  left 
Genevra  in  Lady  Carruthers'  charge.  I 
ought  to  have  deferred  my  business  at 
Brackensfell,  and  taken  her  myself  to  Wend- 
holm ;  she  would  have  been  safe  enough 
then." 

"It  would  have  been  better,  much  better." 

"  And  now,"  resumed  Sir  Brian,  with  his 
pleasantest  smile,  "  I  will  end  where  I  ought 
to  have  begun  weeks  ago  :  Is  Genevra  to  be 
allowed  to  jilt  me,  or  will  you  give  her  to 
me,  to  take  better  care  of  her  in  future  ?  I 
think  I  can  make  her  happy." 

Mrs.  Farquhar  hesitated.  "  But  what  does 
Genevra  say  ? " 

"  She  has  found  out  that  she  is  too  young 
for  marriage." 

"And  so  she  certainly  is." 

"  But  she  is  three  weeks  older  than  she 
was  when    she   accepted  me  in   town,   and 
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she  promises  to  abide  by  your  decision 
now." 

"  I  have  no  authority  over  Genevra," 
answered  Mrs.  Farquhar.  "  By  her  father's 
wish,  she  is  to  be  left  free  to  follow  her  own 
inclination  in  everything,  with  the  one  re- 
striction that  she  is  not  to  marry  until  she 
has  entered  her  eighteenth  year." 

"  And  she  is  now ? " 

"  She  was  sixteen  last  December." 

"  And  what  may  be  the  penalty  of  dis- 
obedience ? " 

Juliet  opened  her  eyes  wide. 

"  Penalty  ?  No  penalty  is  necessary. 
Neither  Jenny  nor  I  should  ever  dream  of 
thwarting  a  wish  of  her  dead  father's." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Brian,  and 
there  was  silence.  The  new  aspect  of  affairs 
took  him  by  surprise,  and  he  felt  the  need 
of  some  hours'  deliberation  over  it. 

"  Mrs.     Farquhar,"    he    said,    presently. 
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*'  I  think  it  would  be  best  that  Genevra 
should  sanction  with  her  own  lips  whatever 
arrangement  we  may  enter  into  on  a  subject 
that  so  intimately  concerns  her.  Let  us 
adjourn  this  debate  until  to-morrow  morn- 
ing. We  can  have  half  an  hour  after  break- 
fast, before  I  leave  you.  She  will  not 
refuse  to  join  us,  if  you  assure  her  that  I  do 
not  ask  to  see  her  again  alone,  and  that  no 
reference  shall  be  made,  henceforth  and  for 
ever,  to  the  painful  confidence  she  has  done 
me  the  honour  to  repose  in  me.  Shall  it 
be  so  ? " 

And  on  receivino^  Juliet's  willino:  assent, 
he  rose,  lighted  her  bedroom  candle,  gal- 
lantly kissed  her  hand  as  he  gave  it  her, 
held  the  door  open  till  she  passed  through, 
and  then  retired  to  his  own  chamber,  to 
smoke  a  surreptitious  cigar  on  the  balcony 
of  his  dressing-room,  and  "  champ "  the 
dilemma   of  his   suspended   relations   with 
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Miss  Farquhar.  On  one  thing  only  was 
he  firmly  resolved — that  Lady  Carruthers 
should  never  say  that  her  niece  also  had 
jilted  him  !  That  odious  Georgie,  too,  "  the 
image  of  her  d — d  father  ! "  No  ;  Jenny 
should  not  jilt  him  on  the  plea  that  some 
bagman  had  kissed  her.  Sir  Brian  cursed 
that  bagman  also  in  two  languages,  which 
should  have  given  the  imprecation  double 
efficacy ;  but,  for  all  that,  Keith  Moray,  the 
mysterious  bagman's  representative,  was,  like 
the  immortal  "jackdaw  of  Rheims,"  *' never 
a  penny  the  worse." 


(     127    ) 


CHAPTER   VIII. 


It  was  evident  from  the  appearance  of  the 
two  disjoined  lovers  when  they  met  again 
at  Mrs.  Farquhar's  breakfast-table,  that, 
whatever  their  meditations  had  been  during 
the  preceding  night,  they  had  not  materially 
affected  their  slumbers.  Jenny,  in  fact, 
with  a  young  girl's  buoyancy,  had  "  slept 
off  "  her  anxieties.  She  had  got  rid  of  "  the 
perilous  stuff "  that  had  weighed  upon  her 
mind  so  long,  or,  at  least,  of  as  much  of  it 
as  weighed  upon  her  conscience,  and  she 
was  sure  that  she  would  never  be  questioned 
upon   the    subject    again.      With   all   Mrs. 
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Burnes's  self-will,  she  had  a  scrupulous 
reverence  for  a  promise,  whether  given  by 
herself  or  by  another,  and  had  brought  up 
her  sister  in  the  same  loyal  respect  for 
loyalty.  Genevra  was  quite  safe  in  the 
silence  she  had  exacted  from  her  mother; 
and  as  for  Sir  Brian — well,  if  he  persisted  in 
holding  her  to  that  foolish  "  yes "  of  hers, 
he  could  not  compel  her  to  marry  him,  and 
he  would  tire  of  waiting  before  he  would 
get  the  second  "yes  ''  that  was  necessary  to 
confirm  and  give  eflfect  to  the  first.  And 
Jenny  laughed  mischievously,  and  came 
downstairs  as  gay  as  a  lark  and  as  fresh  as 
a  daisy. 

Sir  Brian,  on  his  side,  had  arrived  at  the 
conclusion  that  he  had  "  got  himself  into  a 
mess  "  by  that  one  impulsive  moment  at  the 
Zoo,  but  that  he  had  an  easy  way  out  of  its 
immediate  annoyance  by  simply  availing 
himself  of  the  paternal  fiat,  which  forbade 
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Miss  Farquhar's  marriage  within  eighteen 
months.  The  engagement  need  not  be 
broken  on  either  side,  but,  as  it  were,  ^'  held 
in  solution,"  and  his  proposal  not  rejected, 
but  just  postponed.  There  was  a  great  deal 
to  be  said  in  favour  of  that  view  of  the 
case.  There  would  be  time  to  forget  that 
repulsive  incident  on  the  railway,  time  for 
him  to  get  rid  of  his  tenants  at  Brackensfell, 
and  make  all  arrangements  about  the  home 
of  his  future  bride.  If  she  would  not  marry 
him  at  the  expiration  of  the  term,  neither 
could  she  marry  any  one  else  within  it ; 
and  if  at  the  end  they  mutually  "  agreed  to 
differ,"  there  would  be  no  "jilting"  on 
either  side.  Certainly  Genevra  was  very 
young,  very  childish,  to  be  Lady  Carruthers 
of  Brackensfell.  A  year  or  two  hence  she 
would  be  fitter  for  the  station.  On  the 
whole,  Brian  was  content  that  this  incipient 
love  affair  of  his  should  be,  not  rudely 
VOL.  II.  26 
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nipped   in   the   bud,    but  just   set   in    the 
shade  to  root  and  grow  ! 

So  he,  too,  came  down  to  breakfast,  care- 
fully dressed,  with  his  faultless  morning 
toilette  and  his  air  of  distinction,  which 
rather  gained  than  lost  by  its  touch  of  old- 
world  Spanish  courtesy.  The  best-looking, 
the  most  high-bred  man  Mrs.  Farquhar 
had  ever  known ;  but  as  such  a  statement 
on  Genevra's  part  might  have  suggested 
a  comparison,  she  wisely  refrained  from 
making  it.  He  was  at  his  very  best,  too, 
in  point  of  -manner  ;  he  neither  betrayed 
himself  by  monologue,  nor  stared  too  per- 
sistently at  either  lady  when  he  addressed 
her.  To  Jenny  he  was  gentle,  indulgent, 
even  playful,  not  in  the  least  lover-like  ; 
indeed,  there  was  in  his  manner  to  Mrs. 
Farquhar  a  respectful,  almost  tender  gal- 
lantry, that  might  have  led  a  casual  observer 
to  think  that  he  was  paying  court  to  her 
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rather  than  to  her  daughter,  as,  breakfast 
over,  the  three  walked  together  up  and 
down  the  carriage  drive,  awaiting  Mr. 
Burnes  and  his  dog-cart. 

"Am  I  to  understand.  Sir  Brian,"  the 
mother  was  saying,  "  that  you  leave  Jenny 
free,  while  you  still  hold  yourself  bound  by 
your  oflPer  to  her,  and  do  not  recognize  her 
subsequent  refusal  ?  Is  not  that  rather  an 
awkward  position  for  both  of  you  ?  " 

Jenny  made  a  little  impatient  movement, 
but  Carruthers  answered  quietly — 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Farquhar,  I  hold  Genevra's 
first  word  as  far  too  precious  to  be  resigned 
merely  on  the  plea  of  youth,  although,  as 
you  tell  me  that  it  was  her  father  s  wish 
that  she  should  be  free  from  any  engage- 
ment until  her  eighteenth  year,  both  she 
and  I  agree  to  defer  until  that  time  any 
further  consideration  of  the  subject.  She  is 
free  from  any  claim  on  my  part  until  then. 
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when  I  shall  hope  to  come  forward  once 
more,  and  receive  a  confirmation,  not  with- 
drawal, of  the  promise  which  she  gave  me  in 
town." 

"And  if  the  promise  should  not  be  re- 
newed ? "  began  Jenny. 

*'  Then  we  are  both  free.  But  I  hope  for 
better  things,"  replied  Brian  ;  and  he  added, 
smiling,  ''  Leave  me  that  hope,  Jenny,  since 
I  engage  that  you  shall  never  be  compro- 
mised in  the  world's  eyes  by  the  faintest 
importunity  on  my  part." 

"  And  if,"  suggested  the  mother — "  if — 
some  other  lover  were  to  come  forward  ? " 

"  I  trust  to  Genevra's  generosity  to  allow 
no  one  to  trespass  on  the  neutral  ground 
which  Dr.  Farquhar  has  marked  out  for  us. 
I  claim  '  the  most  favoured  nation's  clause,' 
Jenny.  It  is  not  much  to  ask  that  you  will 
dismiss  me — if  you  do  finally  dismiss  me — 
with  the  honours  of  war  at  least,  and  not 
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exhibit  me  as  a  captive  at  the  chariot-wheels 
of  a  more  successful  suitor." 

But  before  Jenny  could  reply  to  this  not 
very  lucid  oration,  the  "  chariot-wheels  "  of 
Charley  Burnes's  trap  were  heard  and  seen 
approaching.  The  Vicar's  wife  was  beside 
him,  Chatty's  natural  interest  in  the  affairs 
at  the  Grange  having  proved  too  much  for 
even  her  self-control.  She  had  thus  antici- 
pated her  sister's  promised  visit  to  her. 

Sir  Brian  handed  her  out  of  the  carriage, 
but  before  he  took  her  place  in  it,  he  addressed 
Mrs.  Farquhar  once  more.  "  You  will  allow 
me  the  pleasure  of  repeating  my  visit  when 
I  come  again  into  this  neighbourhood,  will 
you  not  ?  I  can  claim  an  indirect  kinship 
with  both  you  and  your  daughter.  You 
know,  your  sister-in-law,  Lady  Carruthers, 
and  her  daughter  Georgina,  are  my  aunt 
and  cousin  too." 

"  We  shall  always  be  happy  to  see  you, 
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Sir  Brian,  for  your  own  sake,  and  indepen- 
dently of  '  indirect  claims,' "  answered  kind 
Mrs.  Farquhar. 

And  so,  with  mutual  expressions  of  almost 
affectionate  good- will,  Sir  Brian  Carru titers 
was  borne  away  in  one  direction,  while  his 
recalcitrant  lady-love  marched  off  in  another, 
leaving  the  two  elder  ladies  to  return  to  the 
breakfast-room,  to  give  and  receive  the 
''explanation  "  for  which  Mrs.  Burnes  was 
thirsting. 

"  I  am  so  glad,"  sighed  Mrs.  Farquhar,  in 
a  tone  of  relief,  when  she  had  finished  her 
narrative,  "  so  glad  that  it  is  all  settled." 

"Is  it  settled ? "  inquired  Chatty,  in  her 
driest  tones. 

"  Of  course  it  is  !  He  said  that  he  left 
Jenny  perfectly  free,  while  he  only  is 
bound." 

"  Bound  to  what  ?  Bound  to  ask  the  girl 
for  a  reply  to  his  former  proposal  a  year  or 
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two  hence,  a  proposal  which  she  has  twice  re- 
plied to  already  !  I  do  not  think  that  any  of 
you  know  what  you  mean.  Here  is  Genevra 
saying  '  yes '  on  one  day,  and  '  no  '  a  week 
later,  and  neither  she  nor  her  sweetheart 
know  their  own  minds." 

"  On  the  contrary.  Chatty,"  replied  her 
sister,  "  Sir  Brian  shows,  by  pledging  him- 
self to  come  forward  again,  a  year  or  two 
hence,  that  he  knows  his  own  mind  per- 
fectly." 

"  Knows  a  fiddlestick  !  "  returned  Chatty. 
(That  fiddlestick  was  the  sole  verbal  fri- 
volity she  ever  allowed  herself,  but  she  was 
a  very  Paganini  in  her  varied  application  of 
it.)  "Why  should  he  'pledge'  himself  to 
any  such  proceeding  ?  Who  could  hinder 
him,  if  he  chose  to  '  come  forward  again '  with 
his  ofi'er  three  times  a  week  ?  My  impression 
is  that  he  is  but  half-hearted  in  the  matter, 
and  is  glad  to  gain  time  ;  though,  at  his  age, 
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I  should  have  thought  he  had  not  so  much 
time  to  lose." 

"He  is  not  fifty  yet,"  ventured  Juliet, 
timidly. 

"  I  do  not  suppose  he  thinks  of  his  age," 
resumed  Mrs.  Burnes.  "  From  a  worldly 
point  of  view  it  would  be  a  brilliant  marriage 
for  a  country  lass  like  Genevra ;  he  would 
have  no  difficulty  in  finding  a  young  wife 
anywhere  ;  still  it  strikes  me  that  he  feels 
the  postponement  a  relief." 

"  Perhaps  he  does  not  care  for  her  people, 
now  that  he  has  seen  us." 

"  Care  for  a  fiddlestick  ! "  returned  Chatty, 
scornfully.  "  We  do  not  want  him  to  marry 
us !  I  cannot  pretend  to  guess  at  the 
motives  of  a  man  we  know  so  little  about ; 
I  only  affirm  the  fact  that  Sir  Brian  is  in 
no  hurry  about  this  marriage." 

"  He  seems  never  to  be  in  a  hurry  about 
anything,"  answered  Mrs.  Farquhar.     "  I  do 
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not  believe  that  it  will  ever  come  to  a 
marriage  after  all !  " 

"  Nor  do  I.  But,  for  tlie  present,  the  best 
thing  for  all  parties  will  be  to  waive  all  dis- 
cussion of  the  subject.  Genevra,  you  say, 
is  free  ;  as  for  Sir  Brian's  voluntary  bondage, 
neither  she  nor  her  friends  will  ever  remind 
him  of  it." 

"  Assuredly  not,"  replied  Juliet.  "  But 
what  if  she  is  fonder  of  him  than  we  think, 
or  grows  fonder  ? — for  he  does  not  propose 
to  suspend  all  intercourse  with  us." 

"  Fonder  of  a  fiddlestick  !  He  will  be 
demanding  another  '  explanation  '  then  ! 
These  '  explanations,'  Juliet,  remind  me  of 
your  nests  of  Japanese  boxes,  one  within 
another,  one  after  another,  and  nothing  at 
all  in  the  last  !  I  wonder  what  '  expla- 
nation '  he  is  giving  now  to  Charles  ? " 

But  Mrs.  Burnes  only  raised  her  eyebrows 
on  learning  that  that  box  was  empty  too  ! 
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CHAPTER   IX. 

'*  SAYS    THE    SPIDER    TO    THE    FLY." 

While  the  gossips  for  ten  miles  round 
Wendholm  and  Oaklands  are  speculating  on 
the  probable  age,  manners,  appearance,  and 
general  desirability  of  their  future  neighbour 
we  will  profit  by  the  writer's  gift  of  clair- 
voyance and  telephone  to  look  at  and 
listen  to  Lady  Dalton,  as  she  is  seated  in 
a  luxurious  apartment  in  the  Langham 
Hotel,  specially  reserved  for  the  comfort  of 
lonely  ladies  who  can  pay  for  it — lonely, 
that  is,  in  the  sense  of  having  no  gentleman 
to  look  after  them.  Harry  Stanforth  had 
gone,  as  we  know,  to  superintend  the 
arrangements  at  Oaklands,  and  his   mother 
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was  alone  with  her  companion  and  cousin, 
Mrs.  Vernej,  a  widow  like  herself,  and 
about  the  same  age  —  a  quiet,  ladylike 
brunette,  who  might  even  yet  have  insisted 
on  some  claim  to  beauty,  had  she  not  wisely 
foregone  all  such  pretension,  content  with 
the  modest  radiance  of  a  satellite  to  a 
dazzling  star.  For  Stella  Dalton  was  simply 
one  of  the  most  beautiful  women  in  Europe. 
"What !"  you  exclaim,  "a  dazzling  star?  You 
must  mean  a  waning  star,  for  was  she  not 
the  mother  of  Harry  Stanforth,  a  grown-up 
lad  of  twenty  ?  "  True  ;  but  if  statistics  (on 
their  own  affidavits)  are  to  be  trusted,  there 
never  yet  was  a  widowed  mother  of  a  well- 
grown  child — a  widow,  that  is,  who  cared 
for  her  attractions — who  had  not  become  a 
wife  at  a  very  early  age.  It  is  on  record 
that  one  such  lady,  when  reminded  that  she 
had  been  the  belle  of  a  public  ball  at  an 
inconveniently    remote    period,    calmly   as- 
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serted  that  she  had  been  taken  there  by  her 
nurse  ;  while  another  and  bolder  dame 
affirmed  that  her  husband's  first  bridal  gift 
to  her  had  been — a  doll !  But  Stella  Dalton 
had  no  need  to  resort  to  such  ingenious 
fictions  to  excuse  herself  for  the  possession 
of  a  full-grown  son.  She  had  really  and 
truly  been  a  bride  at  fifteen,  having  eloped 
from  school  with  a  boy  ensign  in  a  marching 
regiment  stationed  in  a  remote  garrison 
town  in  Ireland,  where  she  lived.  Her 
portionless  beauty  did  not  commend  the 
improvident  union  to  his  friends,  and  she 
was  an  orphan,  without  near  relatives,  so 
they  endeavoured  to  free  themselves  from 
the  burthen  by  procuring  his  exchange  into 
a  regiment  going  to  India,  and  shipped  the 
pair  ofi"  together.  Young  Stanforth  never 
reached  his  destination ;  he  died  on  board  of 
sea-sickness — a  very  sad  death,  though  not 
a  sentimental  one.     Doubtless,  under  other 
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circumstances,  the  beauty  of  the  girlish 
widow  would  have  so  stirred  the  hearts  of 
his  comrades,  that  the  whole  regiment  would 
have  risen  as  one  man  and  proposed  to 
marry  her;  but  that  not  being  feasible  at 
that  juncture,  they  subscribed  a  sum  of 
money  for  her  instead,  and  transferred  her 
to  a  homeward-bound  vessel,  which  bore  her 
back  to  her  original  home,  where  Harry 
first  saw  the  light  on  his  mother's  sixteenth 
birthday.  She  was  not  much  more  than 
twenty  when  she  went  on  a  visit  to  a  friend 
at  Queenstown,  and  there,  at  a  regatta,  she 
was  seen  by  Sir  Peregrine  Dalton,  who 
forthwith  swooped  down  upon  and  bore  off 
his  prize. 

Sir  Peregrine  Dalton,  Admiral,  K.C.B., 
was  sixty  years  old,  a  valetudinarian,  and  a 
millionaire,  or  passing  for  such,  which  did 
nearly  as  well.  Admirals  on  the  retired  list 
are  not  always,  nor  often,  even  reputed  mil- 
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lionaires,  but  Sir  Peregrine  was  related  to  a 
wealthy  but  infertile  City  family,  and  from 
time  to  time  had  gathered  "plums"  from  an 
ancestral  tree  which  bore  only  such  golden 
fruit.  He  had  been  a  widower  but  a  short 
time  when  he  first  beheld  the  beautiful  Stella. 
His  wife,  who  had  been  an  heiress,  had  lan- 
guished for  many  years  under  medical  care 
as  a  hopeless  lunatic,  and  he  had,  happily,  no 
child.  He  was  a  handsome  old  man,  kindly 
and  most  generous,  and  Stella,  urged  by  her 
friends  and  by  the  pressure  of  an  almost 
pinching  poverty,  acceded  without  reluctance 
to  the  terms  he  offered  her,  and  became  his 
wife.  She  was  to  leave  her  son  w^ith  his 
father's  relatives.  Sir  Peregrine  charging 
himself  with  his  maintenance,  education,  and 
settlement  in  life — an  engagement  which  he 
faithfully  and  liberally  fulfilled.  The  next 
condition  would  have  been  a  harder  one  to 
Stella,  had  she   shared   her   first  husband's 
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liability  to  sea-sickness,  which,  happily,  she 
did  not.  Sir  Peregrine  suffered,  or  fancied 
he  suffered,  from  some  constitutional  infir- 
mity that  only  found  relief  in  the  air  of  the 
open  sea.  He  owned  no  landed  estate,  no 
"  palatial  residence "  on  shore.  He  lived 
aboard  a  well-manned,  well-appointed,  luxu- 
riously furnished  steam  yacht,  in  which  he 
made  voyages  half  round  the  world,  occasion- 
ally spending  weeks  or  months  in  places 
where  the  society  or  the  climate  suited  his 
inclination  or  his  health. 

This  kind  of  life  seemed  delightful  to 
Stella,  and  she  accepted  this  condition  joy- 
fully, merely  stipulating  on  her  side  that 
her  cousin  Diana  Verney  should  be  allowed 
to  accompany  her — Diana  Verney,  who  had 
married  a  profligate  who  had  deserted  her, 
leaving  her  neither  wife  nor  widow,  steeped 
to  the  lips  in  poverty,  compelled  to  eat  the 
bitter  bread  of  dependence,  grudgingly  given 
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by  relations  not  much  wealthier  than  her- 
self, and  who,  kindly  welcomed  by  Sir 
Peregrine  and  treated  as  a  sister  by  her 
beautiful  cousin,  returned  their  kindness  by 
a  love  all  the  warmer  and  more  devoted 
that  they  were  almost  its  sole  objects. 

Between  Stella  and  Diana  there  existed 
the  close  attachment  which,  for  a  brief 
period,  is  common  enough  between  two  young 
girls,  and  which,  though  rarer,  is  occasionally 
to  be  met  with  between  older  women,  when 
neither  is  too  entirely  absorbed  in  the  claims 
of  husband  or  child.  Stella  leaned  wholly 
on  her  cousin  for  guidance,  and  Diana  held 
the  reins  so  lightly  that  the  directing  hand 
was  scarcely  felt.  No  lover  could  have 
exulted  more  in  his  mistress's  beauty  than 
Mrs.  Verney  did  in  her  friend's ;  for,  among 
the  glib  nonsense  that  men  talk  about 
women,  there  is  none  more  false  than  that 
they  are  inimical  or  even  indifferent  to  one 
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another's  beauty.  Setting  aside  personal 
rivalry,  the  delight  a  woman  often  feels  in 
contemplating  a  beautiful  face  is  as  intense, 
and  far  more  unselfish  than  a  man  ever 
knows.  Stella's  loveliness  was  "  a  joy  for 
ever"  to  her  friend,  and  a  joy  untarnished  by 
any  carping  criticism  or  curiosity  as  to  its 
correspondence  of  external  charm  with  inward 
graces. 

Here  is  a  copy,  a  very  good  copy  too,  of 
one  of  Eaphael's  angels.  What  a  heavenly 
expression !  What  perfect  features  !  I 
wonder  how  she  dresses  her  back  hair  ? 
Turn  the  picture  from  the  wall  and  see. 
There  is  no  angel  there,  and  no  devil 
either  ;  only  a  neatly  boarded  canvas.  Turn 
it  round  again.  Diana  never  wished  to 
look  behind  her  pictured  angel.  She  knew 
well  enough  what  was  there.  She  was  con- 
tent to  draw  her  chair  opposite  to  it,  and 
gaze  in  unquestioning  admiration.     As  for 
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Stella,  she  was  not  greedy  of  admiration.  It 
was  her  due,  which  she  was  accustomed  to, 
and  received  as  a  matter  of  course.  I  won- 
der, does  a  butterfly  exult  in  the  dyes  of  its 
gorgeous  wings  ? — which,  however,  it  cannot 
know  much  about,  as  there  are  no  looking- 
glasses  among  the  flowers. 

But  Lady  Dalton  was  as  sensitive  as  a  child 
to  the  least  shadow  of  coldness  or  disapproval, 
even  in  strangers*  eyes.  She  was  a  very 
mendicant  for  praise,  and  would  shrink  from 
blame  as  most  people  would  shrink  from 
blows.  Her  voice  would  soften  with  tender 
meaning  in  suggesting  improvements  to  her 
dressmaker  ;  she  would  bestow  a  smile  full 
of  dimples  on  the  shopman  who  ofiered  her 
a  chair.  Although  this  omnivorous  desire 
for  approval  was  quite  irrespective  of  age  or 
sex,  and  had,  in  truth,  no  taint  of  coquetry, 
it  might  have  been  misunderstood  by  natures 
less  pure  than  her  own,    and  Mrs.  Verney 
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hacl  striven  to  restrain  it  a  little  by  holding 
up  before  her  terrible  examples  of  the 
necessity  of  dignified  self-control.     "  Look, 

Stella,"  she  would  say  ;  "  there  are  Mrs . 

and  Lady .     Those  are  the  women  who 

smiled  on  everybody  and  *  meant  no  harm.' 
See  how  the  men  glance  at  one  another  as  they 
pass  them,  and  how  the  ladies  sneer  frigidly, 
or  look  another  way.  That  is  what  happens 
sometimes  to  women  who  are  too  lavish  of 
their  kind  smiles,  though  they  mean  no 
harm."  And  Stella,  terrified  by  such  warn- 
ings, would  strive  to  propitiate  Mrs.  Grundy 
by  a  hundred  little  transparent  artifices,  at 
which  Diana  would  laugh,  but  which  the 
old  lady,  who  cares  only  for  surface  decorum, 
would  graciously  accept,  and  give  the  beauty 
her  password.  And  now,  if  you  care  to 
know  more  of  Lady  Dalton  and  her  cousin, 
you  must  learn  it  by  clairvoyance  and 
telephone. 
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"  Di/'  s«nid  the  widoAv,  smooth iog  her  rich 
dress,  which  fell  around  her  slight  and 
gracefully  moulded  figure  in  such  heavy 
mourning  folds  as  would  have  become  the 
funeral  of  a  nation,  instead  of  only  one  old 
man — "  Di,  now  that  this  Oaklands  business 
is  settled,  and  my  dear  Harry  gone  off  to 
prepare  for  us,  and  there  is  nothing  to  keep 
us  in  town,  I  vote  that  we  flit  at  once  to  the 
Continent,  until  Harry  is  ready  for  us. 
London  is  horribly  dull  ! " 

*^Dull,  Stella?"  echoed  Mrs.  Yerney, 
looking  up  in  surprise  from  her  employment, 
which  was  feeding  a  blue  macaw  on  a  stand 
with  bits  of  biscuit ;  "  dull  in  the  height  of 
the  season  ? " 

''It  is  just  that  which  makes  it  so  dull," 
complained  Lady  Dalton.  "  People  are  rush- 
ing about  in  all  directions  in  search  of  amuse- 
ment, and  have  no  time  to  make  new  friend- 
ships.    Cards  are  left  on  us  every  day,  but 
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not  a  soul  have  we  had  to  speak  to  since 
we  came  here,  except  old  Admiral  Portway, 
and  he  has  gone  back  to  Dorsetshire  this 
morning." 

"  How  can  you  expect  to  be  invited  to 
share  in  any  gaiety,  while  you  keep  such 
yards  of  crape  and  jet  on  your  pretty  figure, 
and  set  flying  such  a  flag  of  distress  from 
that  widow's  cap  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Verney, 
unfeelingly.  "  You  are  as  '  intense'  as  a 
mute  at  a  funeral." 

"Is  it  too  much  ? "  asked  her  cousin, 
doubtfully. 

"  Of  course  it  is.  People  do  not  nowa- 
days express  their  grief  in  their  clothing. 
You  always  overdo  things,  Stella.  But  if 
you  find  town  dull,  what  will  you  do  in  this 
new  country  house  of  yours  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  know,  Admiral  Portway  says 
Dorsetshire  is  a  charming  place  to  live  in, 
so  friendly  and  neighbourly,  and  Harry  is 
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SO  delighted  with  it,  and — and,"  said  Stella, 
suddenly  changing  her  animated  tone  to  a 
demure  plaintiveness,  "it  was  Sir  Peregrine's 
last  wish  that  I  should  spend  the  two  first 
years  of  my  widowhood  in  retirement,  you 
know." 

*'Yes,  he  wished  you,  as  nurses  say  of 
babies,  '  to  feel  your  feet '  before  going  out 
into  the  world  with  only  Harry's  arm  to 
lean  upon.  By  the  way,  Stella,  you  have 
lost  nothing  of  your  magnetic  attraction. 
That  boy  of  yours  fell  down  and  wor- 
shipped you  at  first  sight.  He  is  not  a 
bit  ashamed  to  avow  that  he  adores  his 
beautiful  mother,  though  he  never  saw  you 
but  once  or  twice,  for  a  few  days,  since  he 
was  a  baby." 

*'  He  ia  a  darling,"  said  Lady  Dalton.  "  I 
am  quite  ready  to  make  any  sacrifice  for  my 
Harry,  as  I  have  always  done." 

"  Have  you  ? "  asked  Mrs.  Yerney,  drily. 
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'*  It  was  like  a  Levitical  sacrifice  then,  and 
the  priestess  ate  the  titbits." 

But  Stella  only  laughed  sweetly.  *'  You 
are  in  your  cynical  humour,  my  Diogenes," 
she  said,  "  and  you  snarl  at  me  like  the 
cross  Doggie  you  are.  I  thought  you  liked 
the  Oaklands  place  ?  " 

"  So  I  do.  It  will  serve  the  turn  as  well 
as  any  other  whim.  You  are  sure  Hal  has 
only  agreed  for  three  years  ? " 

"  Only  three  years,  and  he  has  hired  the 
furniture  for  two." 

"That  seems  a  costly  arrangement,  to 
furnish  a  large  house  in  the  fashion,  all 
that  way  in  the  country,  on  hire.  The 
charges  will  be  awful." 

'^  On  the  contrary,  my  dear,  it  is  really 
economical.  Ebony  and  Gould  assured  me 
that  it  was.  The  rent  of  Oaklands  is  very 
low,  and  to  take  a  furnished  house,  if  we 
could  find  one,  would  not  be  satisfactory. 
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One  feels  more  at  liome  among  furniture 
of  your  own  choice." 

"  How  do  you  know,  since  you  have  never 
had  a  house  of  your  own  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  I  have  always  heard  so.  Now,  this 
furniture  which  we  have  selected  will  all 
be  arranged  in  the  house  before  we  go  there  ; 
and  if,  by  any  chance,  we  should  wish 
to  leave  Oaklands,  why,  the  upholsterers 
will  come  and  take  everything  away, 
without  any  care  or  trouble,  and  we  shall 
have  only  an  empty  house  at  a  low  rent  on 
our  hands,  which  may  still  serve  as  a 
happy  hunting-ground  for  dear  Harry." 

"  Oh,  I  see,"  laughed  Mrs.  Yerney.  "  You 
have  more  foresight  than  I  gave  you  credit 
for,  Stella,  and  have  made  all  arrange- 
ments for  retreat,  in  case  of  the  occupation 
proving  but  temporary  after  all.  But  how 
your  landlord  will  like  such  volatile 
tenants " 
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Stella  made  no  reply,  being  engaged  in 
lookino'  over  some  cards  which  had  been 
left  on  her  the  preceding  day.  She  held 
one  up  for  her  cousin's  inspection.  "  Whose 
can  this  card  be  ?  Sir  Brian  Carruthers  ?  I 
do  not  know  that  name." 

"  Carruthers  ?  "  repeated  Mrs.  Yerney. 
"  Why,  Stella,  that  was  the  name  of  the 
English  consul  at  Rio  Vedas,  that  horrible 
Brazilian  port  where  we  once  stayed  for 
a  fortnight,  when  the  Sea  Foam  was  run 
in  for  some  repairs." 

Stella  shook  her  head. 

"You  have  a  short  memory  for  your 
friends,  Stella,  and  this  Mr.  Carruthers 
was  so  devoted  to  you,  and  took  such  pains 
to  amuse  you  and  Sir  Peregrine." 

"  But  that  was  a  Mr.  Carruthers." 

"  But  it  was  said  that  he  was  next  but 
one  heir  to  a  baronetcy.  I  suppose  he  has 
come  into  it  since." 
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"  I  remember  him,"  said  Stella,  "  if  it  is  he. 
He  was  my  captive,  bound  hand  and  foot." 

"  More  shame  for  him !  You  were  a 
married  woman  at  that  time." 

"  And  duly  impressed  the  fact  upon  him, 
too,"  laughed  Stella.  "But,  Doggie,  you 
have  no  right  to  resent  his  susceptibility, 
when  Sir  Peregrine  did  not.  He  never 
bewailed  the  moths  that  singed  their  wings 
in  his  candle  ;  he  thought  it  good  fun." 

"  And  there,  Stella,  he  was  wrong.  But, 
after  all,  I  used  to  observe  that  whenever 
a  moth  was  too  persistent,  your  husband 
always  found  that  his  health  required  the 
sea-breezes  on  board  his  yacht  again." 

Before  Lady  Dalton  could  reply,  a  servant 
entered  and  presented  a  card  on  the 
customary  silver  salver,  which  she  tossed 
over  as  before  to  her  friend. 

''  Shall  I  see  him  "?  "  she  asked. 

"  Oh,  by  all  means,"  laughed  Mrs.  Yerney ; 
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and  as  the  servant  closed  the  door  behind 
him,  she  added,  "  '  Will  you  walk  into  my 
parlour  ?  said  the  Spider  to  the  Fly.'  "  . 

Sir  Brian  might  almost  have  heard  her, 
he  followed  the  servant  into  the  room  so 
closely.  He  was  received  "  with  effusion  " 
by  the  beautiful  widow,  and  with  cordiality 
by  her  friend,  and  they  were  for  some  time 
engaged  in  exchanging  notes  of  the  changes 
that  had  befallen  both  since  last  they  met, 
four  years  agone.  But  when,  after  rather 
a  prolonged  visit,  the  ex- consul  rose  to  take 
leave.  Lady  Dalton  signed  him  back  to  his 
seat. 

"Oh,  do  not  leave  us  yet.  I  am  such  a 
stranger  in  town  ;  it  is  so  refreshing  to  see 
an  old  friend's  face,  and  it  may  be  some 
little  time  before  we  can  meet  again ;  for 
Diana  and  I  are  leaving  England  for  a  few 
weeks,  until  my  son  has  got  Oakiands  into 
order  for  me." 
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*'  Oaklancls.  Ah  yes ;  it  was  in  that 
neighbourhood  that  I  heard  you  were  in 
town,"  said  Sir  Brian. 

"  You  know  Oakhinds  ? "  asked  Stella. 
*'  Tell  me  all  about  it.  Do  you  think  I  shall 
like  Harry's  choice  of  a  home  for  me  ?  " 

"  I  have  only  seen  it  from  a  distance.  I 
was  only  there  for  a  day  to  visit  a  friend," 
answered  Sir  Brian,  slowly.  "  I  should 
fear  that  you  might  find  it  dull." 

"  That,"  said  Lady  Dalton,  glancing  down 
at  her  sables,  "would  be  rather  an  attrac- 
tion to  me,  so  long  as  my  dear  boy  amuses 
himself;  and  young  men  can  always  gather 
their  friends  about  them,  when  they  have 
sport  to  offer  them,  in  the  autumn  and 
winter.  Besides,  some  former  acquaintances 
of  mine  live  not  very  far  from  there  — 
Admiral  Portway  and  his  family ;  so  I 
shall  not  seem  to  have  popped  down  from 
the  skies." 
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''  As  a  bird  of  paradise  miglit  well  do," 
murmured  Carruthers,  looking  admiringly 
at    her. 

But  Stella  took  no  lieed  of  the  compliment, 
if  it  was  intended  for  one.  "  Can  you  help 
my  cousin  and  me  in  a  difficulty  ? "  she 
said.  "  We  do  not  know  where  to  spend  the 
next  two  or  three  weeks.  Is  it  too  early  for 
the  German  baths — too  cold,  I  mean  ?  We 
do  not  wish  for  gaiety."     • 

Sir  Brian  pulled  his  moustache,  and  a 
faint  light  came  into  his  eyes,  which  had 
remained  fixed  on  her  sweet  face  almost 
from  the  moment  he  had  entered  the  room. 
"  My  aunt.  Lady  Carruthers,  and  my 
cousin  Georgina  are  at  Aix-les-Bains,"  he 
answered,  "  if  that  place  would  suit  you  ;  I 
am  sure  they  would  be  most  happy  to  do 
anything  in  their  power  to  make  it  pleasant 
to  you." 

"But — is  it  very  quiet?     I  cannot  enter 
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into  any  gaieties,  of  course,  at  present,  but 
I  should  like  to  see  other  people  lively  about 
me." 

"Well,"  replied  the  baronet,  "my  aunt 
is  by  way  of  maintaining  a  sort  of  retire- 
ment also  ;  but  I  am  sure  Georgina  would 
not  care  to  be  in  a  dull  place,  and  they  both 
seem  to  enjoy  themselves." 

*'  The  chance  of  knowing  them  would  be 
the  orreatest  inducement  to  me  to  visit  Aix- 

o 

les-Bains,"  said  Stella,  sweetly.  "  Is  it  a 
difficult  place  to  get  to  ?  I  cannot  be  long 
away  from  my  dear  Harry." 

"  No,  I  suppose  not,"  said  Sir  Brian ;  at 
which  there  came  a  choking  sound,  as  of  a 
suppressed  titter,  from  the  macaw  that 
Mrs.  Yerney  was  playing  with  apart. 

"  I  am  going  to-morrow  to  join  my 
friends  at  Aix,"  the  baronet  went  on  to  say, 
"  but  time  is  no  object  to  me,  if  you  would 
allow   me   to   escort  you.     You   and   Mrs. 
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Verney  would  have  no  trouble,  and  no 
fatigue  that  I  could  spare  you." 

"Oh,  that  would  be  delightful!"  said 
Stella;  '^but" — looking  towards  Diana — 
"  would  it  be  quite  the  correct  thing  to 
do?" 

"Why  not?"  replied  the  complaisant 
Diana.  "  You  can  engage  a  regular  courier, 
you  know,  and  then  you  and  I  and  your 
maid — there  can  be  but  gratitude  owing  to 
Sir  Brian  for  looking  after  such  a  helpless 
trio." 

"  So  be  it,  then,"  said  Stella.  "  I  long  to 
be  off ;  but  where  shall  we  inquire  for  the 
courier  ? " 

"  I  think  I  can  manage  that  for  you,  and 
everything  else  that  will  spare  you  trouble," 
said  Sir  Brian,  as  he  rose  to  take  leave. 
"  How  soon  can  you  be  ready  ? " 

"  Diana  and  I  will  settle  that  between  us  ; 
we  shall  sec  you  again,  and  let  you  know. 
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So  glad  you  have  friends  at  AVendholm,  who 
will  bring  you  there  when  we  are  at 
Oaklands." 

"The  most  powerful  magnet  will  be  at 
Oaklands"  (oh,  Sir  Brian !)  ;  and  as  he 
turned  away,  he  murmured  in  monologue, 
"  I  ought  not  to  have  said  that." 

Again  a  suppressed  chuckle,  which  was 
reiterated  or  repeated  by  the  bird,  for 
Mrs.  Verney  looked  as  demure  as  possible; 
but  v>^hen  they  were  alone — 

*^Eeally,  Doggie,  you  will  disgrace  me 
one  day  with  that  laugh  of  yours,"  said 
Stella.  "  A  cynic  may  sneer,  but  should  not 
laugh." 

"Oh,  no  fear,  so  long  as  Pierrot  here 
always  takes  the  blame.  Who  can  help 
laughing  when  your  admirer  talks  to  him- 
self like  that  ?  You  have  netted  your  fly, 
spider — now,  what  will  you  do  with  him  ?  " 
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CHAPTER  X. 

KEITH   CONFESSES. 

Miss  Farqchar  would  liave  been  very 
considerably  disgusted  bad  sbe  been  told 
tliat  sbe  and  Keitli  Moray  sbared  a  secret 
togetber ;  for,  altbougb  sbe  balf  reproacbed 
herself  for  ber  insurmountable  disinclination 
to  confide  to  ber  loving  stepmotber  even 
tbe  innocent  fact  of  ber  baving  met  tbat 
atrocious  criminal  in  tbe  company  of  bis 
friend  Harry  Stanfortb,  wbicb  sbe  migbt 
bave  done  witbout  any  allusion  to  tbe  rail- 
way journey,  still  sbe  looked  on  tbe  secret 
as  exclusively  ber  own,  and  never  reflected 
tbat  Keitb  migbt  consider  it  as  equally  bis, 
valuing  it  accordingly,  as  a  rustic  lover 
VOL.  II.  28 


162  THE   STORY  OF   A   KISS. 

values  the  broken  tester  of  whicli  the  other 
half  lies  in  the  bosom  of  his  beloved. 

Such  a  comparison  would  have  aroused 
Genevra's  fiercest  wrath.  She  would  have 
objected — "  He  stole  the  sixpence  he  broke, 
and  it  was  a  token,  not  of  love,  but  of 
undying  scorn  I  "  All  the  same,  Keith  kept 
his  half,  and  treasured  it  as  sacred.  But, 
although  honour  and  delicacy  counted  for 
much  in  his  reserve,  he,  too,  felt  almost  self- 
reproachful  in  maintaining  it  with  Mr. 
Moray,  to  whom  his  every  thought  had 
been  open  from  childhood  ;  and  the  natural 
yearning  for  sympathy,  which  he  knew 
would  have  been  so  readily  and  tenderly 
accorded  him,  cost  him  many  a  sigh.  In 
sighing,  as  in  other  things,  ''  practice  makes 
perfect,"  and  one  day,  as  he  was  putting 
away  the  papers  on  which  he  had  been 
employed  all  the  afternoon,  he  unconsciously 
breathed    a   suspiration   of    such    splendid 
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depth  and  volume,  that  Mr.  Moray,  who, 
reclining  as  usual  on  his  couch,  had  for 
some  moments  been  following  his  movements 
with  a  pensive,  half-questioning  look,  could 
not  restrain  a  laugh. 

"  Sighing  like  a  furnace,"  he  said — *'  that 
is  one  note  of  a  lover.  But  who  is  she, 
Keith  ? " 

His  nephew  blushed  guiltily,  and  turned 
his  dark  eyes  wistfully  on  the  speaker,  but 
made  no  reply. 

"  And  yet,"  resumed  Mr.  Moray,  still 
smiling,  "  your  heart  must  be  physically 
sound  enough,  or  you  never  could  heave  such 
a  breath  as  that  !  I  wish  I  could.  But  then 
I  had  no  occasion  for  one  at  your  age ;  I 
was  as  little  likely  to  sigh  for  any  lady 
as  she  was  to  sigh  for  me." 

"  And  that  immunity,  if  it  really  existed." 
said  Keith,  *'  gives  you  the  vantage  ground 
from  which  to  laugh  at  others." 
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His  companion  at  once  dropped  his  play- 
ful tone.  '*At  least,  my  dear  lad,  I  can 
never  laugh  at  what  is  so  serious  to  you, 
though  I  might,  and  do,  laugh  at  your  futile 
attempt  to  conceal  it  from  me.  Come  here 
and  arrange  my  cushions  for  me.  That's 
.right — thank  you.  Now,  sit  there,  where 
I  can  see  you,  and  let  us  talk  it  over. 
Again  :  who  is  the  lady  of  your  love  ?" 

''  But  why  should  you  think "  began 

Keith,  with  a  faint  attempt  to  keep  up  his 
reserve,  though  his  soul  inwardly  expanded 
to  the  genial  warmth  of  an  offered  sympathy. 

Mr.  Moray  interrupted  him.  "  And  why 
should  you  think  that  because  I  am  an 
old  fellow,  who  have  not,  and  never  had, 
any  personal  interest  in  '  the  dearest 
theme  '  that,  at  some  time  or  other, 
engrosses  every  youthful  brain — that  I  am 
incapable  of  reading  it  in  the  life  of  another  ? 
And  when   I   note  a  change  in    the  habits 
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and  manner  of  the  lad  whose  character  has 
been  my  study  from  his  childhood,  a  change 

from  entire  frankness  to  silent  reserve 

Nay,  Keith,  I  will  spare  you  the  enumeration 
of  all  the  signs  which  I  have  watched  for 
weeks  past ;  enough  that  they  have  led 
me  to  the  natural  conclusion  from  w^hich 
proceeds  my  reasonable  inquiry — Who  is 
she  ?  Nay,  stop  ;  I  will  add  another : 
Does  she  love  you  ?  " 

"  Love  me  ? "  repeated  Keith,  energetic- 
ally. "  No,  she  hates  me ;  and  I  deserve 
it — at  least,  she  may  think  I  deserve  it. 
But  how  can  I,  when  I  love  her  so  ? " 

The  last  words  were  uttered  dreamily, 
and  more  to  himself  than  to  his  questioner, 
and  Mr.  Moray,  who  was  at  no  time  given 
to  hasty  speech,  remained  for  a  moment 
or  two  silent.  Like  most  j^ersons  who  are 
themselves  unendowed  with  such  attraction, 
he  set  an  undue  value  on  the  gift  of  personal 
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l)cauty,  and  as  he  gazed  meditatively  on 
the  handsome  youth  before  him,  the  state- 
ment that  any  girl  could  hate  him  was 
almost  incredible.  It  was  more  than  in- 
credible that  she  should  have  reason  for 
doing  so.     He  resumed  with  a  smile — 

"  Name,  Keith,  name  ! " 

"  I  do  not  know  her  name,"  was  his 
iiej^hew's  astounding  reply.  Then,  seeing 
]\Ir.  Moray's  smile  give  place  to  a  look  of 
anxiety,  he  added,  *'  I  will  tell  you  all, 
my  dear  uncle,  even  if  you  reproach  me  for 
my  reserve  hitherto.  But  you  will  not ;  you 
Avill  understand  and  forgive  it ;"  and,  rising 
from  his  seat,  he  took  up  the  position  in 
which,  from  a  boy,  he  had  been  accustomed 
to  confess  or  confide  to  his  dearest  relative 
all  his  faults  or  sorrows — leaning  on  the 
l)ack  of  his  couch — and  proceeded  to  tell, 
with  perfect  candour  and  simplicity,  the 
whole  story  of  his   meeting  with  Gene  via. 
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with  only  one  reserve.  He  did  not  tell  of 
the  kiss  she  had  unconsciously  given  him, 
only  of  those  he  had  lavished  on  her. 

Mr.  Moray  listened,  as  was  his  wont,  in 
perfect  silence — a  silence  which  lasted  so 
long  that  Keith  grew  impatient. 

"  Are  you  so  shocked,"  he  asked,  "  that 
you  will  not  even  tell  me  what  you  think  ? 
Oh,  uncle,  do  say  something ! " 

"  I  was  thinking,"  answered  Mr.  Moray, 
musingly,  "  how  foolishly  I  have  prided 
myself  on  my  discernment  of  character.  If 
there  is  one  quality  more  than  another  with 
which  I  believed  you  gifted,  Keith,  it  is 
the  power  of  self-restraint,  and,  though  I 
knew  you  to  be  passionate,  I  never  thought 
you  impulsive." 

"  You  know  me  now  to  be  weak  as  well 
as  wicked,"  said  Keith,  in  a  tone  of  mortifi- 
cation. 

"  Not  wicked,  my  boy — never  that.    You 
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forgot  yourself,  certainly,  and  the  young 
lady  has  some  cause  to  be  displeased,  but 
does  your  own  conscience  accuse  you  of  the 
coarse  outrage  which  she  might  justly 
resent  ? " 

"  No,  by  God  !  "  was  the  youth's  reply. 
'*  I  had  only  the  one  thought  that  the 
woman  I  loved,  the  first  and  last  woman  I 
could  ever  love,  lay  dying — lay  dead  in  my 
arms." 

Most  elderly  men  would  have  smiled  at 
this  declaration  of  unchangeable  affection 
of  a  few  hours'  birth,  for  a  maid  whose  very 
name  was  unknown  to  the  lover.  But  Mr. 
Moray  did  not  smile,  for  he  knew  the  lad's 
earnest  and  imaginative  nature,  and  could 
understand  how  the  terror  and  pain  of  the 
situation  which  Keith  had  described  might 
as  it  were  crystallize  in  his  heart  a  sentiment 
which,  in  ordinary  circumstances,  would  have 
passed   over  it  like  a  mere   breath  over  a 
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mirror.  He  did  not  smile,  but  the  anxiety 
deepened  in  his  voice  as  he  inquired — 

"  And  now,  how  can  I  help  you,  dear 
lad  ?  Do  you  mean  to  search  all  England 
for  this  nameless  lady  of  yours  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  need  to  search  so  widely," 
answered  his  nephew,  "  for  I  know  where 
she  is  ; "  and  then  he  proceeded  to  narrate 
his  second  meeting  with  Genevra  at  Oakland 
Heights. 

"  That  is  a  great  relief  to  me,"  said  Mr. 
Moray,  when  he  had  finished ;  "  for,  from 
what  you  tell  me  of  this  lady's  connection 
with  the  Vicar,  it  is  evident  that  she  is  your 
equal  in  family  position,  and  I  should  have 
been  very  unwilling  to  see  you  wooing  an 
inferior." 

"  As  if  I  could  have  been  attracted  by  an 
inferior  !  "  said  Keith,  haughtily. 

"  Well,  my  dear  fellow,  neither  you  nor 
I  have  much  experience  in  the  ways  of  the 
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girls  of  the  period ;  but  if  report  of  them 
says  true,  well,  there  is  many  a  modest, 
self-respecting  governess  or  milliner  who 
has  more  in  her  nature  of  what  was  once 
thought  characteristic  of  a  gentlewoman 
than  many  a  lady  of  high  position,  with  her 
masculine  deportment  and  slangy  talk." 

"But,"  resumed  Keith,  **had  I  been  so 
attracted,  the  more  inferior  the  woman's 
position,  the  greater  the  insult  I  had  offered 
her,  the  greater  the  need  of  reparation." 

"  In  this  case  it  seems,"  smiled  his  uncle, 
*'  that  the  vindictive  lady  rejects  your 
reparation.  Can  you  force  it  on  her, 
Keith  ? " 

"I  know  I  am  at  a  frightful  dis- 
advantage," returned  Keith,  "  but — you  will 
not  withhold  your  sanction  to  my  endeavour 
to  win  her  ?  " 

''  No,  Keith,  I  will  trust  you.  But  re- 
flect ;  you  know  so  little  of  this  young  lady. 
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Men  as  strong,  as  brave,  as  loyal  as  you 
have  often  been  enslaved  by  a  worthless 
woman." 

"  I  will  never  be  enslaved,  uncle.  If  she 
will  but  give  me  the  right,  I  will  raise  her 
to  her  highest  level ;  I  will  make  her 
worthy." 

Mr.  Moray  smiled  rather  sadly,  but  said 
no  more. 

Some  days  passed  before  the  conversation 
was  resumed.  A  period  of  exhaustion 
almost  invariably  succeeded  to  any,  the 
least,  excitement  in  Mr.  Moray's  too  sensitive 
frame,  and  during  these  periods  it  was  the 
habit  of  the  uncle  and  nephew  to  avoid  any 
allusion  to  the  subject  that  had  caused  them, 
or  even  to  converse  much  at  all.  But  at 
last  Keith's  patience  was  rewarded.  On 
returning  from  a  morning  stroll,  he  found 
his  uncle  up  and  dressed,  and  engaged  in 
looking  over  his  manuscripts. 


172  THE   STOPtY  OF   A   KISS. 

"  Now,  my  boy,"  lie  said  brightly,  "  I  am 
able  for  any  amount  of  confidences  to-da3\ 
What  news  from  the  seat  of  war.  Kit  ? 
I  saw  you  had  a  letter  from  Stanforth  to- 
day ;  does  he  tell  you  anything  of  your 
nameless  lady  ? " 

"  Nameless  no  longer,"  smiled  Keith ; 
*'  here  is  Hal's  letter — not  a  very  long  one, 
you  see." 

"Not  long  to  you,  I  dare  say,"  said  Mr. 
Moray,  glancing  at  the  offered  note.  "  To 
you,  no  doubt,  one  name  sums  up  all  you 
dwell  upon ;  and  if  the  name  is  short — 
Jones  or  Smith,  for  instance " 

'*But  it  is  not,"  answered  Keith,  trium- 
phantly ;  "it  is  a  name  of  more  distinc- 
tion— Genevra  Farquhar.  Is  not  that  a 
good  name,  uncle  ?  " 

"Very,"  replied  Mr.  Moray;  "I  think 
you  need  not  wish  to  change  it.  Let  me 
hear  Hal's  letter,  Kit." 
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And  Keitli  read  aloud  : — 

"Dear  old  Man, 

"  I  want  you  here.  I  am  all 
alone,  looking  after  the  alterations  my 
mother  has  required  in  the  house,  and  those 
/  want  in  the  stables  and  kennels  ;  I  can't 
do  without  your  advice.  Lady  Dalton  and 
Cousin  Di  are  at  Aix-les-Bains,  and  won't 
come  here  until  everything  is  in  order, 
which  will  take  five  or  six  w^eks  yet, 
though  I  hope  to  coax  them  back  earlier. 
So  do  come,  there's  a  good  fellow,  and  help 
me  to  welcome  them  home.  A  few  people 
have  called,  but  the  ladies,  of  course,  are 
waiting  till  mamma  appears,  The  people  at 
the  Vicarage  and  the  Grange  are  very  kind, 
and  little  Genevra  Farquhar — you  have  seen 
her — the   little  girl  we  met  in   the  wood, 

whom' I  patted  on  the  back  by  mistake " 

Here    Mr.   Moray  uttered   an   exclamation^, 


174  THE   STORY   OF   A   KISS. 

but  Keith  read  rapidly  on — "  I  thought  her 

rather  *  stuck  up '  at  first,  but  she's  quite  a 

jolly  little  girl  when  you  know  her,  and  we 

are  great  cronies  now.     I  say,  old  man,  did 

you  try  on  a  sly  flirtation  when  I  left  you 

at  the  Vicarage  that  morning  ?  for  when  I 

asked  her,  did  she  remember  you  ?  oh,  my 

whiskers  (when  I  get  them),  didn't  she  blush 

scarlet   to    the   very   whites   of    her   eyes ! 

But  don't  be  flattered;  she  seems  given  to 

blushing  like  a  beetroot  for  no   discernible 

reason^constitutional,  I  suppose,  for  she's 

anything  but  shy.     Now,  come  at  once,  and 

help  me  judge  of  a  horse  that  I  am  inclined 

to    buy  of   a  man   in   the    neighbourhood. 

They  say  he  is  a  stunner  at   fences  ;  and 

there  are  pretty  stifi*  ones  here,  I  can  tell 

you. 

"  Yours, 

''  H.  S." 

Keith   had   galloped    through    the   latter 
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part  of  the  epistle,  as  if  the  reading  of  it 
had  proved  more  disagreeable  than  he  had 
reckoned  upon,  and  Mr.  Moray  laughed. 

'*  Is  not  this  damsel  of  yours,"  he  said, 
"  rather  unfortunate  in  the  first  impressions 
she  makes  on  strangers,  when  one  embraces 
her  after  a  few  hours'  acquaintance,  and 
another  pats  her  on  the  back  ?  " 

His  nephew  flushed  angrily.  "  Hal  is  a 
goose,"  he  answered,  "  and  she — she  is  very 
young." 

"In  short,"  rejoined  Mr.  Moray,  still 
smiling,  "  she  is  something  chameleon-like 
in  aspect — to  you,  the  woman ;  to  Harry,  the 
child.  However,  fortune  favours  you.  You 
must  be  off  to  Oaklands  at  once,  and  '  good 
luck  to  your  wooing,'  my  dear  lad.  But," 
he  added,  after  a  moment's  pause,  *'  what 
was  the  name  you  said — Genevra " 

"  Genevra  Farquhar,"  answered  Keith. 
^'  Is  it  not  a  good  name  ?    Her  father  was  the 
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distins^uislied  traveller  and  naturalist — she 
told  me  so  in  the  railway  carriage  ;  at 
least,  she  did  not  tell  me  his  name,  but  she 
said  he  was  a  distinguished  naturalist.  Did 
you  know  him,  uncle  ? " 

"  I  did  not  know  Dr.  Farquhar,"  replied 
Mr.  Moray,  *'  but  I  knew  his  cousin  Genevra 
Farquhar,  whom  he  afterwards  married. 
This  young  lady  is  an  orphan,  Keith  ?  " 

"  She  has  been  brought  up  by  a  step- 
mother— she  told  me  that,  too." 

''  She  was  very  frank  in  her  confidences 
to  a  stranger,"  smiled  Mr,  Moray.  "  But  do 
not  hasten  to  excuse  her,  Keith ;  I  certainly 
can  have  no  wish  to  disparage  the  daughter 
of  Genevra  Farquhar." 

''But  where  did  you  know  her  mother, 
and  when  ?  "  questioned  Keith,  eagerly. 

"  I  met  her  at  Nice,  when  you  were  yet  a 
baby  in  India.  I  had  been  ordered  to  Nice 
by   my   physicians,    where   Miss    Farquhar 
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resided  with  her  mother  every  winter  and 
spring,  also  on  account  of  her  health." 

"And  you — loved  her  V  hazarded  Keith. 

*'  No,  my  boy,  love  was  not  then,  nor  ever 
had  been,  for  me;  nor,  had  I  not  always 
recognized  that  fact,  should  I  have  loved 
Miss  Farquhar,  as  it  was  well  known  that 
she  had  been  from  her  earliest  girlhood 
engaged  to  her  cousin,  and  it  was  even  said — 
with  what  truth  I  know  not — that  her 
delicate  health  was  greatly  owing  to  the 
worry  and  anxiety  of  her  protracted  engage- 
ment. But,  though  I  might  not  love  this 
first  Genevra,  I  never,  before  or  since,  saw 
the  woman  who  so  perfectly  realized  my 
idea  of  feminine  perfection.  It  was  some 
few  years  later  that  I  heard  of  her  marriage 
with  her  cousin,  and  shortly  afterwards  of 
her  death.  And  that  you  should  love  her 
daughter  !  Keith,  you  could  have  made  no 
choice  which  I  should  more  gladly  sanction." 
VOL.  II.  29 
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"It  has  not  come  near  that  yet,"  said 
Keith,  gloomily.  "  Was  Mrs.  Farquhar 
beautiful,  uncle  ? " 

"  Perhaps  no  one  would  have  called  her 
so  who  was  not  interested  in  her,"  replied 
Mr.  Moray.  "  It  was  a  beauty  of  expression, 
rather  than  of  tint  or  feature,  that  gave  her 
charm." 

"  Just  like  her  daughter,  then." 

Mr.  Moray  continued,  ''  She  was  very 
fragile,  very  sweet  ;  she  always  reminded 
me  of  a  lily." 

Keith  was  silent.  Not  the  most  enthusi- 
astic admirer  could  have  likened  Jenny  to  a 
lily,  unless  it  were  a  tiger-lily,  as  he  last  saw 
her.  "  I  should  not,"  he  said  presently — 
''  I  should  not  think  that  Miss  Farquhar 
was  fragile  ;  but,"  he  added  reassuringly, 
**  she  is  so  young,  she  may  become  so." 

*'  Heaven  forbid  ! "  laughed  Mr.  Moray. 
"  You  foolish  fellow,  never  count  fragility  a 
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charm  in  your  mistress ;  you  would  find  it 
inconvenient  enough  in  a  wife." 

"Well,"  rejoined  Kit,  "she  looked  healthy 
enough  before  that  beast  of  a  horse  threw 
her  out  of  the  trap." 

'SSo  much  the  better,"  answered  Mr. 
Moray.  "  Well,  you  are  granted  leave  of 
absence,  Kit  ;  use  your  opportunity  witli 
the  young  lady  to  more  advantage  than  yuu 
have  hitherto  done,  or  I  am  afraid  that 
trick  of  sighing  is  like  to  grow  a  very 
confirmed  habit." 
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[CHAPTER  XL 


:PAKJIYS   PLAY. 


Keith  was  a  great  deal  surprised  and  a 
very  little  dissatisfied  Nvith  the  state  of 
affairs  as  lie  found  them  on  his  arrival  at 
Oakland  Heights.  Harry  Stanforth  had  not 
^vaited  for  his  friend's  visit  to  procure  him- 
self some  alleviation  of  his  solitude.  As 
a  matter  of  course,  the  Vicar  had  hastened 
to  offer  all  neighbourly  attention  to  his 
young  tenant  the  very  morning  after  he 
reached  Wenclholm ;  but  Harry  had  not 
even  tarried  for  that  courtesy.  He  had 
rushed  off  to  the  Grange  the  moment  he 
had  finished  his  breakfast,  to  present  himself 
before  Mrs.  Farquhar's  astonished  eyes    as 
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an  old  acquaintance  of  Genevra's,  on  whom 
he  had  a  claim  for  sympathy  in  his  orphaned 
state.     The  young  lady  was  a  little  shy  at 
first ;  but  the  lad's  genial  manners,  and  the 
natural   charm   of  youth   for    youth,    soon 
thawed  her  reserve,  and  within  a  fortnight 
Harry  was  treated  as  a  son  of  the  house, 
running  in  and  out  at  all  hours,  and  sharing 
Jenny's  rambles    in   the   woods,   while    she 
guided  him  to  the  haunts  of  the  wild  crea- 
tures,  which  even  the  gamekeepers  did  not 
always  know,  and  commended  to  his  favour 
her  special  woodland   pets,   which   he  was 
thenceforth  to  hold  sacred  from  trap  or  gun. 
The  indulgent   mother   looked  on    without 
remonstrance,  too  glad  to  see   her  darling 
once  more  healthy,   happy,   and    gay,   and 
herself  won,  as  most  people  were,   by  the 
frank    cordiality  and   simple   kindliness   of 
Stanforth's  manner. 

But  sister  Chatty  demurred  to  the  sudden 
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intimacy.  ''Do  you  think  it  quite  lady- 
like," she  inquired  one  day,  "for  a  young 
t»-irl  to  be  always  tearing  about  the  woods 
with  a  youth  who,  a  fortnight  ago,  was  a 
stranger  to  her  ? " 

"  I  don't  know  if  it  is  ladylike,"  answered 
]\lrs.  Farquhar,  "but  I  am  sure  it  is  very 
]iatural.  Jenny  has  been  too  much  isolated 
from  the  society  of  young  j^eople  of  her  own 
age,  and  Harry  is  such  a  pleasant  lad,  it  is 
impossible  not  to  like  him." 

"  Harry?"  repeated  Mrs.  Burnes.  "Surely 
it  is  very  early  for  such  familiarity,  even  on 
o)ir  parts.  Not  only  do  you  and  Charles  call 
him  Harry,  but  they  are  '  Jenny'  and  'Harry  ' 
to  one  another." 

"  They  are  mere  girl  and  boy,"  said  Juliet, 
"  and  no  one  can  expect  them  to  be  cere- 
monious to  one  another." 

"  And  what  will  Lady  Dalton  say  when  she 
comes  ?     She  may  not  approve  of  a  childish 
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intimacy  between  a  lad  of  twenty  and  a  girl 
of  sixteen." 

"  My  dear  Chatty,"  replied  Juliet,  archly, 
"  we  all  settled,  in  full  conclave,  that  Jenny, 
for  a  year  at  least,  would  be  too  young  to 
think  of  courtship  or  marriage,  and  since 
she  has  not,  and  does  not  wish  to  have,  the 
interests  of  a  woman,  it  would  be  cruel  to 
forbid  her  the  amusements  of  a  child.  And 
then,"  she  added,  rather  inconsequently, 
"  Harry  is  such  a  nice  fellow,  but  he  is  so 
ugly ! " 

''  Ugly  fiddlestick!"  said  her  sister.  ''  What 
has  that  to  do  with  the  matter  ?  I  do  not 
see  that  he  is  ugly." 

But  most  people  would  have  agreed  with 
Mrs.  Farquhar  on  this  point.  A  short  scjuare 
figure,  like  a  sucking  prizefighter's — if  prize- 
fio-hters  could  ever  have  been  sucklings  ! — a 
broad  face,  as  yet  destitute  of  beard  or 
whiskers,  but  thickly  studded  with  freckles, 
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from  wliich  they  might  spring  some  clay, 
with  a  shock  head  of  hair  of  yivicl  red,  and 
no  tolerable  feature,  except  a  set  of  strong 
white  teeth  ; — these  attractions  might  well 
excuse  a  woman  of  Mrs.  Farquhar's  inex- 
perience in  the  vagaries  of  passion  for 
believing  that  any  girl  might  be  safely 
trusted  not  to  fall  in  love  with  their  possessor. 
So  sister  Chatty,  who  never  wasted  her 
wisdom  on  regardless  ears,  drew  aside  and 
waited  silently,  in  the  expectation  that 
when  "the  family"  came  to  Oaklands 
Stanforth  would  be  too  much  engaged  with 
his  mother  and  her  guests  to  give  his  time 
to  the  new  companion,  whom  he  disrespect- 
fully termed  to  her  face,  "  little  Gen." 

As  for  Keith,  though  he  felt  not  the 
slightest  jealousy  of  Harry,  how  could  he 
but  be  dissatisfied  to  see  him  in  the  careless, 
unappreciative  enjoyment  of  an  Eden  that 
was  barred  to  himself  ?     For  l^arred  it  was 
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beyond  hope.  The  first  clay  he  spent  at 
Oaklancls,  little  was  said  of  Jenny,  but  that 
little  proved  how  rapid  had  been  the  ripen- 
ing of  familiarity  in  the  intercourse  of  maid 
and  youth.  The  next  day  was  Sunday,  and 
during  service  the  eyes  of  the  whole  parish 
congregation,  now  accustomed  to  the  new 
tenant  at  Oaklands,  w^ere  fixed  with  curiosity 
and  interest  upon  his  handsome  and  dis- 
tino'uished-lookino;  friend.  Even  Mrs.  Far- 
quhar  glanced  at  him  occasionally ;  even 
the  Vicar's  wife  looked  at  him  once.  But 
Genevra  was  so  bent  on  setting  a  good 
example  to  her  school-class  that  she  never 
once  lifted  her  long  eyelashes  from  her 
book  ! 

As  they  quitted  the  church,  Harry 
hastened  to  join  the  party  from  the  Grange, 
and  presented  Mr.  Moray  to  Mrs.  Farquhar, 
who  replied  with  her  usual  gentle  cordiality ; 
but  the  almost  timid  deference  with  which 
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Keith  saluted  her  daughter  was  acknow- 
ledged with  a  freezino;  stateliness  that  chilled 
the  very  marrow  in  his  bones  !  The  young 
men  walked  with  the  ladies  to  the  Grange, 
where  Harry  was  now  in  the  habit  of  lunch- 
ing on  Sundays,  and,  after  a  moment's 
hesitation,  Keith  accepted  Mrs.  Farqubars 
kindly  invitation,  and  entered  with  the  rest, 
only  to  be  informed,  after  half  an  hour's 
eager  expectancy,  that  Genevra,  having 
suddenly  recollected  something  particular 
that  she  wished  to  say  to  Mrs.  Burnes,  had 
turned  back  as  the  others  were  admiring 
the  conservatory,  and  would  be  all  the 
afternoon  at  the  Vicarage.  From  that  time 
forth,  Keith  registered  a  solemn  vow  that 
the  will  of  his  inexorable  lady  should  be 
the  sole  law  by  which  any  advance  on  his 
part  should  be  governed,  and  that  until  she 
vouchsafed  some  faint  sign  of  pardon,  he 
would  not  profit  by  her  friends'  ignorance 
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of  his  transgression  to  evade  its  punishment 
or  deny  her  right  to  inflict  it. 

It  misrht  or  mi^ht  not  have  been  an 
overstrained  delicacy,  but  bolder  tactics 
would  probably  have  been  no  more  success- 
ful, for  Jenny,  wilful  and  resolute,  would 
have  been  quite  capable  of  pleading  some 
excuse  for  confining  herself  to  her  own 
chamber  for  the  whole  period  of  his  stay  at 
Oaklands.  As  it  was,  all  the  severity  she 
had  purposed  to  exert  was  met  with  such 
prompt  and  utter  submission  that  she  had 
no  opportunity  of  repeating  its  exercise. 
Keith  was  so  assiduous  in  prompting  his 
friend  to  amusements  that  took  them  about 
the  adjacent  grounds  or  the  more  distant 
neighbourhood,  that  Jenny  never  saw  either 
of  them,  except  at  church,  and  then  only 
Harry — Keith  always  accompanying  him 
there,  and,  to  the  infinite  scandalization  of 
Mrs.  Burncs,  turning    'way  from  the  door 
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when,  after  a  brief  greeting,  the  rest  of  the 
party  entered.  Gradually,  finding  that  she 
was  safe  from  intrusion,  Miss  Farquhar 
began  to  emerge,  not  only  taking  her  book 
as  usual  into  the  woods  more  immediately 
surroundinof  the  Grano-e,  but  even  venturinir 
into  her  habitual  haunts  in  the  Oakland s 
coppices  themselves ;  until,  one  fatal  day, 
she  carried  her  venturesomeness  too  far,  and 
suffered  accordingly. 

One  evening,  shortly  before  sunset,  while 
Mrs.  Farquhar  was  engaged  in  school  busi- 
ness with  Mrs.  Burnes,  Jenny  betook  herself 
to  a  favourite  haunt  of  hers,  under  a  spread- 
ing beech  tree  on  one  of  the  slopes  of  the 
Oakland  Heights,  with  a  volume  of  ^^Mrs. 
BrowninQ-'s  ballads  in  her  hand;  and  making 
herself  a  luxurious  couch  of  deep  moss  and 
heather,  she  lay  there,  alternately  glancing 
at  the  sunset  and  looking  upwards  into  the 
branches  above  her,  to  watch  the  gambols 
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of  a  pair  of  squirrels  that  from  time  to  time 
stopped  to  bark  at  her,  and  then,  apparently 
satisfied  that  she  was  to  be  trusted,  continued 
their  frisking  as  before,  leaping  from  bough  to 
bough  and  peeping  at  her  round  the  bole  of 
the  tree.  Presently  they  chattered  angrily, 
and  spraDg  away  out  of  her  sight ;  and, 
fancying  that  she  heard  a  footstep  on  the 
soft  carpet  of  long-decayed  leaves  behind 
her,  she  raised  herself  a  little  and  looked 
round.  No.  All  was  quiet ;  she  was  alone. 
She  settled  herself  comfortably  again,  re- 
sumed her  book,  and  began  to  read  where 
she  left  off  in  "The  Lay  of  the  Brown 
Rosarie."  But  she  did  not  care  much  for 
reading  this  evening  ;  she  dropped  the  book 
face  dow^wards,  closed  her  eyes,  and  mused. 
Then  from  her  parted  lips  fell  the  mur- 
mured words  she  had  last  read — 

^'  '  I  wear  9,  loverkiss  ou  my  lips,  I  could  not  give 
away '  " 
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"The  deuce  you  do?"  cried  a  laughing 
voice  behind  her;  and,  turning  hastily, 
there  stood  Harry  Stanforth,  who  had  stolen 
up  noiselessly,  with  the  boyish  intention 
to  "  give  her  a  jump  ;  "  while — oh,  horror  ! — 
Keith  stood  further  off,  but  quite  near 
enouo-h  to  have  overheard  her  quotation ! 

She  stopped  to  pick  up  her  book,  but  in 
reality  to  hide  the  scarlet  that  flamed  in  her 
cheeks,  but  which  that  detestable  Harry  had 
detected,  and  w^hich  filled  his  mischievous 
soul  w^th  glee. 

"  So  you  won't  give  it  away,  Jenny,  eh  ? " 
cried  the  tormentor,  placing  himself  in  front 
of  her  so  that  she  could  not  escape. 

Keith  took  a  step  forward,  as  if  to 
interfere,  then  checked  himself  and  stood 
still.  All  the  effect  of  his  impulsive  move- 
ment was  the  very  last  he  would  have 
desired — to  bring  him  face  to  face  with  Miss 
Farquhar  and  her  blushes. 
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"  "Will  you  exchange  it,  Jenny  ?  I'll  give 
you  good  value,  as  the  people  who  advertise 
for  old  clothes  say;"  and  Harry  made 
a  feint  of  carrying  out  his  proposal. 

But  Genevra's  blazing  eyes  warned  him 
to  keep  his  distance.  "  Let  me  pass, 
Mr.  Stanforth,"  she  said  in  her  most 
dignified  tones,  and  drawing  up  her  small 
figure  to  the  stateliest  height  it  could 
stretch  to. 

"Don't  be  cross,  Jenny,"  resumed  the 
unabashed  Harry.  "  I  don't  know  how 
long  you  have  worn  that  kiss  on  your  lips, 
of  course,  but  I  thought  it  might  be  in  your 
way,  and " 

"  You  are  unendurably  vulgar,  sir  !  "  and 
she  made  another  dart  at  her  book,  chiefiy 
to  avoid  the  large  black  eyes  which  she  felt 
were  fixed  distressfully  upon  her. 

But  Harry  was  too  quick  for  her.  He 
snatched  up  the  book  as  it  lay  open  at  that 
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unlucky  passage,  and,  holding  it  far  above 
lier  head,  cried — 

''Look  here,  Jenny;  you  have  misquoted 
your  text.  'I  wear  a  troth-kiss  on  my 
lips.'  Of  course  you  could  give  that  away! 
Tell  me  who  left  it  there  ?  Is  it  still  '  to 
be  called  for,'  like  a  railway  parcel  ? " 

The  situation  had  become  intolerable. 
Keith  sternly  interposed. 

"  Let  Miss  Farquhar  pass,  Hal ;  you  are 
taking  unwarrantable  liberties." 

"Oh,  Lord!"  cried  the  mauvais  plaisant, 
"  listen  to  him  I  One  would  think  that  he 
had  a  right  to  that  unclaimed  '  troth- kiss/ 
and  I'm  sure  you  never  left  it  there,  old 
man  1 

Genevra's  blush  had  faded  into  ashy 
paleness,  and  Keith's  suppressed  fury  burst 
forth  at  last.  With  a  deep -toned  utterance 
that  might  almost  have  been  a  curse  (it  is 
certain  that  it  was  not  a  blessing),  Keith 
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seized  his  friend  by  the  collar,  swung  him 
out  of  Genevra's  path,  and  hurled  him  away 
w^ith  such  violence  that  he  fell  at  some 
distance,  on  a  boulder  of  the  rocky  slates 
of  the  hill,  and  lay  there,  stunned  and 
senseless. 

Jenny  paused,  in  act  of  taking  flight,  and, 
forgetting  for  the  moment  the  cause  of 
quarrel,  lifted  terrified  eyes  to  Keith's  face, 
as  she  said  in  an  awe-struck  whisper — 

"  Good  heavens  !     You  have  killed  him  !  " 

But  Keith  smiled  derisively.  "  It  would 
take  more  than  a  fling  like  that  to  kill 
Harry,"  he  answered.     "  See,  he  moves." 

And,  in  fact,  the  sufierer  slightly  stirred. 

*'  Is  he "  began  Jenny;  but  once  more 

glancing  up  at  Keith,  she  became  aware 
that  the  dark  eyes  were  fixed,  not  on  the 
victim,  but  on  her — nay,  that  they  were 
gazing  deep  into  her  own.  Once  more  the 
ever- ready  blush  was  kindling,  when  Harry 
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sat  up  ;  and,  breaking  away  from  tne  fascina- 
tion of  that  steady  gaze  the  first  time  she 
had  ever  met  or  returned  it,  Jenny  left  her 
book  unclaimed  like  the  kiss — and  fled. 

Keith  looked  after  her,  drew  a  deep 
breath,  and  then  calmly,  as  if  nothing 
unusual  had  happened,  sauntered  up  to  his 
friend,  who  had  now  regained  his  feet. 

"  So  you're  up  at  last,  old  man  ? "  he 
observed.  "  I  was  thinking  you  meant  to 
spend  the  day  on  that  boulder  ! " 

"  I  say,  Moray,"  rejoined  Stanford,  resent- 
fully, "you'll  be  murdering  a  fellow  some 
day  in  one  of  your  rages.  You  forget  how 
strong  you  are.  What  call  had  you  to 
break  out  like  that,  I  should  like  to  know, 
just  because  I  chaff'ed  little  Gen  a  bit  ? " 

"  *  You  were  excessively  impertinent,  and 
vulgar  too,'  as  she  said,"  answered  Keith, 
"  and  you  had  no  business  to  pen  any  girl 
in  a  corner  when  she  wanted  to  be  off.     I 
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only  wanted  to  get  you  out  of  her  way. 
I  was  rougher  than  I  intended  to  be.  I 
haven't  hurt  you,  Harry  ? "  and  his  voice 
and  eyes  softened  as  he  looked  down  on 
the  lad,  whom  he  tenderly  loved. 

"  All  right,  old  fellow,"  replied  the  placable 
Harry,  "  none  the  worse  this  time;  but  please 
don't  hit  so  hard,  next  rage  you  go  into." 
Then,  bursting  into  a  peal  of  laughter — 
"  Oh,  didn't  I  take  a  jolly  rise  out  of 
Gen!" 

Keith's  face  darkened  again.  "  Promise 
me  that  you  will  not  repeat  that  vulgar 
joke  to  tease  J\Jiss  Farquhar." 

^*  Depends  on  how  she  behaves  herself" 

*'  That  won't  do ;  I  must  have  your 
word " 

*'What  the  dickens  does  it  matter  to 
you  ?  What  a  knight-errant  you  are, 
Keith!" 

"  It  would  matter  to  any  gentleman  that 
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he  should  spare  a  woman  pain.  Promise 
me,  for  our  friendship's  sake,  Harry." 

But  Harry  was  not  to  be  induced  by 
either  menace  or  blandishment  to  surrender 
the  enjoyment  he  promised  himself  in 
"  worrying  little  Gen."  He  could  not  see, 
what  there  was  in  this  harmless  joke  to 
"  rile"  her  so  ;  but  it  was  good  fun  to  punish 
her  a  little  for  her  saucy  ways,  and  punish 
her  he  would,  whenever  he  had  the 
opportunity. 

If  Hal  had  not  been  denser  than  a 
fog -bank,  he  would,  after  a  time,  have 
observed  that  it  was  only  when  Kit  was 
within  hearing  that  his  scourge  had  any 
effect.  At  other  times  she  would  snatch  it 
from  him,  or  even  turn  it  merrily  against 
himself.  But  he  never  noticed  this,  or 
attributed  it  to  capriciousness  of  temper, 
and  Keith  scolded  and  chafed  in  vain. 
Perhaps,  unconsciously  to  himself,  the  allu- 
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sion  was  not  so  unpleasant  to  the  young 
man  as  it  seemed  to  the  victim  of  Harry's 
not  very  delicate  pleasantry.  Perhaps  the 
deep  blush,  the  hastily  averted  glance,  were 
not  without  a  certain  fascination  ?  No  one 
else  took  any  notice  of  Gen  or  her  fitful 
flushes.  Sir  Brian  might  have  done  so, 
sooner  or  later  (later,  probably),  but,  as  it 
happened,  he  and  Keith  rarely  met  at 
Oaklands,  and  so  he  rarely  came  in  for  any 
observation  of  the  phenomena. 
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CHAPTER   XII. 

RORY   o'mORE. 

The  day  after  Jeony's  encounter  with  Keith 
and  Harry,  the  former  was  summoned  to 
Hurstleigh  on  some  business  of  his  uncle's, 
and  departed,  promising  to  return  before 
Lady  Dal  ton  should  rejoin  her  son,  and 
remain  with  him  till  then. 

As  soon  as  he  was  left  to  himself,  Harry 
resumed  his  habits  of  what  Mrs.  Burnes 
censoriously  termed  "  scouring  the  woods  " 
with  Genevra.  He  had  had  the  grace  to 
offer  a  rough  apology  to  her  for  the 
annoyance  he  had  caused  her  at  their  last 
meeting,  and  Jenny  had  not  only  graciously 
accepted  it,  but  had  even  been  so  ungrateful 
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as  to  blame  Mr.  Moray  for  his  violence. 
Whereupon  his  faithful  friend  had  vehe- 
mently defended  him,  declaring  that  he  was 
the  best  fellow  in  the  world,  and  would  not 
intentionally  have  hurt  a  hair  of  his  head — 
"  only  I  don't  know  why  he  should  have 
gone  into  such  a  rage  at  my  joking  you, 
Jenny — do  you  ?  " 

To  which  Jenny  could  give  no  satis- 
factory answer,  so  gave  none  at  all.  In  ten 
days  Keith  came  back  to  Oaklands,  resolving 
that  he  would  no  longer  leave  the  field  so 
entirely  to  Harry,  and  before  long  he  had 
reason  to  rejoice  at  his  change  of  strategy. 

On  the  third  morning,  as  he  was  smoking 
a  cigar  in  the  garden,  Harry  came  towards 
him  on  the  terrace,  swinging  a  mysterious - 
looking  cord  in  his  hand. 

"  That  is  the  Mexican  lasso  Rawdon  was 
showing  us  the  other  day.  Who  are  you 
going  to  strangle  with  it  ?  " 
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"  I  say,"  inquired  Harry,  without  noticing 
the  disparaging  question,  "  where's  Gen  ? " 

"  In  her  own  house,  I  imagine,"  answered 
Keith;  "where  should  she  be?"  But  he 
flung  away  his  half-finished  cigar  as  he 
spoke. 

"  She  promised  to  join  me  to-day  to  see 
my  practice  with  this  lasso  that  Rawdon  has 
lent  me." 

"Your  practice!"  laughed  Keith,  dis- 
dainfully. "  You  can  no  more  use  a  lasso 
than  you  can  dance  on  a  tight-rope  ! " 

"Nobody  can  do  anything  until  they 
learn,  and  they  learn  by  practice,"  was 
Harry's  sage  reply.  "  Jenny  and  I  are 
going  to  practise  together.  But,  now  I 
remember,  I  was  to  meet  her  in  Farmer 
Hunt's  brook  pastures.  There  are  some 
young  colts  there  that  it  will  be  capital 
practice  to  lasso.  You  may  come  with  us  if 
you  like,  old  man.'* 
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"But,"  observed  Keith,  as  they  strolled 
off  together  towards  the  Brook  Farm,  ''  you 
do  not  appear  to  reflect  that  Farmer  Hunt 
may  demur  to  your  amateur  lasso-practice 
on  his  young  stock." 

"  No,  he  won't.  He's  such  a  good  fellow, 
he  never  demurs  to  anything  I  choose  to  do  ; 
and  besides,  there  are  some  colts  of  ours 
there.  I  shall  only  try  on  them.  Hallo! 
yonder  is  Jenny  waiting  for  me  at  the 
pasture  gate." 

But  when  they  came  up  with  her,  Miss 
Farquhar  began  with  a  remonstrance. 

"Harry,  I  will  not  let  you  lasso  the 
horses  ;  you  might  do  them  some  injury." 

"  No  danger.  Miss  Farquhar,"  said  Keith  ; 
"  lasso-practice  is  not  so  readily  learnt." 

"  It  might  frighten  them,"  she  persisted, 
addressing  Harry,  "  and  I  will  not  have 
it." 

"  Let  me   try  Hunt's  old  white  Dobbin, 
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Gen,"  pleaded  the  sportsman  ;  "  nothing  will 
frighten  him." 

"  No,  you  shall  not  worry  the  horses ;  and, 
besides,  there  are  no  horses  in  the  meadow 
to-day." 

"You  might  have  pleaded  that  objection 
first,"  smiled  Keith. 

But  Genevra  resented  the  smile  as  too 
great  a  familiarity,  and  froze  him  with  a 
glance. 

Said  Harry,  "  There's  a  lot  of  cattle  in 
the  meadow  yonder.  Gen ;  let  me  go  at  a 
cow." 

"  You  may  go  at  a  cow,"  assented 
Jenny,  blandly ;  but  her  assent  was  merely 
given  to  emphasize  b}^  contrast  her  severity 
to  Keith. 

The  meadow  was  an  extensive  one,  in 
which  several  scattered  groups  of  cattle 
were  grazing,  and  while  they  were  crosssing 
it,  Jenny  suddenly  caught  Stanforth's  arm. 
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"Ob,  Hal  !  let  us  turn  Lack ;  there  is 
Eory  O'More  ! " 

Keith  looked  about,  expecting  to  see 
some  very  rampant  Irishman,  but  was 
informed  that  Eory  O'More  was  a  bull 
belonging  to  Farmer  Hunt,  who  was  in  the 
habit  of  making  himself  so  disagreeable  to 
strangers  that  his  presence  in  a  field  "  made 
a  solitude  "  around  him,  as  far  as  passengers 
were  concerned. 

"  But  that  is  not  Rory,"  added  Harry ; 
"  it  is  only  the  two-year-old  that  Hunt  is 
going  to  send  out  to  Australia.  He's  as 
gentle  as  a  lamb  ;  he  is  lying  down  too. 
Come  along,  Gen.  There  are  some  yearlings 
at  the  other  end  of  the  field  ;  we'll  have  at 
one  of  them." 

Thus  reassured,  the  trio  proceeded  to 
take  their  stand  beneath  a  large  poplar, 
close  to  which  a  few  heifers  and  yearling 
calves  were    grazing,  and,   in  the    exciting 
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dispute  which  followed  respecting  the  right 
way  of  adjusting  and  using  the  lasso, 
Farmer  Hunt's  Australian  emigrant  was 
forgotten.  At  last,  after  much  argument 
and  scujffle,  the  lasso  was  taken  possession  of 
by  Harry,  and  flung  at  an  unfortunate 
heifer,  which  had  been  innocently  con- 
templating the  preliminary  arrangements. 
It  only  fell  with  a  resounding  "  whack " 
against  her  ribs,  and  away  she  went,  full 
speed  to  the  further  end  of  the  field, 
followed  by  all  her  companions,  kicking  up 
their  heels,  with  their  tails  in  the  air.  Her 
young  assailants  were  so  engrossed  in  watch- 
ing their  ungainly  antics  and  laughing  at 
Harry's  failure,  that  they  were  taken  by 
surprise  when  a  low,  hoarse  mutter  sounded 
behind  them,  and,  turning,  they  beheld  Rory 
0'  More  in  person,  who  had  come  to  avenge 
the  insult  ofiered  to  his  family,  and  now 
stood   a  few  yards  from  them,   rolling   his 
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eyes  and  pawing  the  ground  with  evidently 
hostile  intentions. 

Keith  instantly  threw  himself  before  the 
terrified  Genevra,  pushing  Harry  aside,  and 
crying,  without  taking  his  eyes  off  the 
enemy,  while  he  tore  off  a  long  switch  from 
the  flexible  branches  of  the  poplar — 

"  Stand  fast,  for  your  lives  !  don't  run ! 
Shelter  her  behind  the  tree,  Hal." 

And  Harry  dragged  Jenny,  or  was 
dragged  by  her,  behind  the  knotted  bole  of 
the  tree,  whence,  pale  as  two  "  ghostesses," 
they  peered  cautiously  at  the  bull,  as  he 
glared  unutterable  things  at  Keith.  But, 
apparently  quite  unmoved,  the  young  man 
stepped  lightly  towards  him,  and,  before  he 
could  lower  his  enormous  head  for  the  fatal 
rush,  struck  him,  with  his  whole  force,  a 
sharp  stroke  across  the  nostrils.  The  brute 
backed  instantly,  shook  his  head  violently 
two  or  three  times,  and  then  gallojDcd  off  to 
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rejoin  the  herd  at  the  opposite  end  of  the 
meadow. 

"  Now  run  ! "  cried  Keith  ;  and  Jenny 
and  Hal  tore  away  at  a  pace  that  would 
have  won  them  laurels  as  champion  runners 
for  All  England. 

Keith  Moray  followed  leisurely,  pausing 
from  time  to  time  to  aim  a  stone  in 
the  direction  of  Eory  O'More.  But  that 
worthy  stood  among  his  ''  hareem,"  shakiug 
his  head  and  blowing  his  nose,  but  evidently 
with  no  intention  to  resume  the  contest. 
So  Keith  retired  with  all  the  honours,  and 
presently  stood  by  his  companions'  side, 
vaulting  lightly  over  the  gate,  which  they 
had  severally  clambered  over  with  more 
celerity  than  grace. 

"  Kit,"  cried  Harry,  enthusiastically,  "  you 
are  a  hero  !     You  have  saved  our  lives." 

Jenny  stood  silent,  and  still  pale. 

Harry  continued,  '*  Where  did  you  pick 
up  that  dodge,  old  man  ? " 
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"  I  found  it  in  some  Frencli  story — 
George  Sand's,  T  think,"  answered  Keith, 
"  when  I  was  a  lad,  and  I  used  to  practise 
it  on  the  Hurstleigh  cattle  with  such  effect, 
that,  at  last,  the  very  sight  of  me  would  pro- 
duce a  stampede  among  them  ;  but  that," 
he  added,  with  an  apologetic  glance  at 
Jenny,  "  was  before  I  came  to  years  of  dis- 
cretion and  humanity." 

"  It's  better  than  the  lasso,"  observed 
Harry.     "  Shall  we  try  it  some  day,  Gen  ?  " 

"  No,  thank  you,"  she  replied  ;  and  then, 
feeling  that  she  must  say  something,  she 
added,  "  I  read  in  a  French  story- — by 
Madame  de  Genlis,  I  believe — of  some  man 
defending  himself  from  a  wild  bull  by  stick- 
ing a  long  pin  in  his  neck.  Would  you 
like  to  try  that  on  Kory  O'More,  Harry  ? " 

"  There  would  be  this  inconvenience  to 
the  plan,"  laughed  Keith — "  that,  whatever 
an    innocent   wild    bull  might    do,   a  tame 
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one,  like  Mr.  Rory,  might  object  to  place  his 
spine  *  in  position/  and  so,  instead  of  stick- 
ing a  pin  into  Rory,  Rory  might  stick  a 
horn  into  Hal.  But  what  has  become  of 
the  lasso  ? " 

"  I  must  have  dropped  it  in  the  meadow," 
answered  Harry,  looking  rather  foolish. 

"  Oh,  fie,  Hal  !  to  throw  away  your  arms 
in  your  panic  !  I  will  run  back  and  fetch 
it." 

**  Oh  no,  no  !  don't  go,  Keith  ! "  cried 
Genevra,  eagerly,  and  laid  her  hand  on  his 
arm  to  detain  him.  "  Light  was  the  touch, 
but  it  thrilled  to  the  bone."  It  was  instantly 
withdrawn ;  but  for  that  touch,  for  that 
"  Keith,"  so  unguardedly  uttered,  he  would 
have  been  content  to  face  a  drove  of  bisons  1 
Then,  the  quick  blush  that  answered  the 
rare  blaze  in  the  dark  eyes  that  dwelt  on 
hers !  But  Harry  ruthlessly  broke  upon 
the  dream. 
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*'  There's  no  clanger,  Gen  ;  the  whole  herd 
has  crossed  the  brook  into  the  next  field. 
You  wait  here,  and  Keith  and  I  will  run 
across  for  the  lasso,  and  be  back  to  walk 
home  with  you  in  two  twos." 

So  Keith  had  to  go.  He  looked  back 
once  ;  Jenny  was  leaning  pensively  on  the 
gate,  watching  him.  He  looked  back  again  ; 
she  was  moving  slowly  away.  When  the 
two  young  men  returned  to  the  spot  where 
they  had  left  her,  she  had  vanished,  and 
was  speeding  homewards  almost  as  fleetly 
as  she  had  fled  from  Rory  O'More. 

From  what,  or  from  whom,  was  Genevra 
flying  ?  She  could  not  have  answered  that 
question  to  herself  at  first  starting.  But 
when  she  was  quite  safe  from  any  chance 
of  pursuit,  she  slackened  her  pace,  and 
persuaded  herself  that  it  was  only  running 
downhill  that  made  her  heart  beat  so 
quickly  ;  that  she   wanted    to    escape  from 

VOL.  11.  31 
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Harry  with  liis  stupid  lasso  ;   and Well, 

from  Harry  her  thoughts  went,  with  quite 
a  natural  transition,  to  his  inseparable 
companion,  Keith  Moray,  and,  having 
arrived  at  that  point,  they  stopped  there. 
It  had  become  evident  that  all  her  severity 
had  not  availed  to  impress  that  young  man 
with  a  due  sense  of  their  proper  relations 
to  one  another  as  criminal  and  judge. 
With  all  his  affected  humility,  but  a 
momentary  relaxation  was  needed  to  reveal 
the  suppressed  wickedness  of  his  nature, 
which  blazed  forth  in  the  insolence  of  his 
look.  A  look  which  must  have  been  insolent, 
or  why  had  lier  eyes  fallen  beneath  it "?  She 
had  sometimes  of  late  felt  ready,  almost  too 
ready,  to  grant  forgiveness  for  his  past  sin 
when  he  should  sue  for  it.  But  he  never 
liad  asked  forgiveness  !  And  timce  his 
expression  had  been  so  little  that  of  a 
penitent,  that,  but  for  the  presence  of  Harry 
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Staiifortli,  he  might  have  ahnost  seemed  to 
meditate  a  repetition  of  the  offence  !  And 
at  the  dreadful  suggestion,  Jenny  reddened 
to  the  tips  of  her  little  ears,  doubtless  with 
indignation  that  all  her  coldness,  all  her 
sternness,  all  her  stately  reserve,  had  as  yet 
failed  to  bring  this  hardened  sinner  to  a 
truly  contrite  state  of  mind.  He  had  saved 
her  life — Harry  said  so  ;  was  it  not  right 
that  she  should  in  return  be  anxious  that  he 
should  not  again  endanger  his  ?  Yet  he 
presumed  on  a  glance,  on  a  touch,  to  turn 
on  her  with  such  a  look  as  a  lover  mioht 

o 

have  given,  but  which  Sir  Brian,  when  he 
was  her  lover,  never  gave.  Plainly  the 
repressive  system  must  be  persevered  in,  if 
she  would  respect  herself  or  be  respectt^l 
by  him. 

And  while  Jenny  was  Icsing  herself  in 
these  rather  incoherent  reasonings,  Keitli 
was  looking  right  and  left  in  liopes  of  seeing 
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her  emerge  from  some  thicket  or  hedgerow, 
where  she  might  have  sat  down  to  rest  and 
wait  her  companions'  return,  until  Harry 
grew  impatient. 

''  Come  along,  old  man ;  I  want  my 
lunch,  and  I  have  promised  to  drive  you 
to  Fairbanks  this  afternoon." 

"  But/'  objected  his  friend,  "  ought  we 
not  to  see  Miss  Farquhar  home  ? " 

"  See  her  at  home,  you  mean ;  for  she's 
there  by  this  time.  Fancy  dancing  attend- 
ance on  Gen  !  Why,  Kit,  you  are  never 
getting  soft  upon  little  Jenny,  are  you  "? " 

To  which  Keith,  taken  by  surprise,  could 
only  retort  by  a  tu  quoque. 

"  You  are  just  as  likely  to  be  in  love 
with  her  yourself ;  you  are  always  together, 
you  know." 

"  Did  you  ever  know  me  to  be  in  love  ?  " 
asked  Harry,  gravely. 

"  Never  before.     But  it  is  early  yet." 
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''  Too  early  with  a  baby  like  Gen." 

"  Wh}^"  said  the  other,  ''  she  is  sixteen, 
and  you  are  only  twenty." 

"  I  should  not  fancy  her  if  she  were 
sixty." 

*^  Possibly,"  rejoined  Keith,  drily. 

''  I  believe,"  resumed  the  youthful  miso- 
gynist, ''  that  I  shall  never  care  for  any 
woman,  excejDt  my  mother.  Women  in 
general  are  a  sappy  lot.  But  if  I  ever  do 
fall  in  love,  it  will  not  be  with  such  a  girl  as 
Jenny." 

*'  And  what  fault  can  you  find  with  the 
girl  ? "  inquired  Moray,  prompt  to  resent 
the  "  slight  disparagement "  in  Harry's  tone. 

"  Oh,"  replied  his  friend,  "no  fault  at  all 
in  her.  She  is  a  jolly,  good  little  girl.  I 
am  very  fond  of  Gen,  but  I  should  like  her 
better  if  she  were  a  boy  !  " 

With  this  view  of  impossible  improve- 
ment in   Miss  Farquhar,  Mr.  Moray  could 
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not  sympathize,  so  lie  walked  on  in  silence. 
Presently  Hal  l)roke  forth  again. 

"  I  suppose  we  all  have  our  ideas  of  the 
sort  of  woman  we  should  choose  to  love. 
Mine  is  very  different  from  Jenny.  She 
must  be  stately  and  dignified,  and — well, 
like  a  queen.     Is  not  that  your  idea.  Kit  ?  " 

"  The  woman  I  should  choose,"  answered 
Keith,  "my  love  would  crown  her  my  queen." 

"  Fancy  anybody  making  a  queen  of 
Cxen  !  "  said  Harry  ;  and  he  suddenly  burst 
into  a  shout  of  lauf^hter,  to  the  orreat  ex- 
asperation  of  his  friend.  "  Don't  look  so 
black  at  me,  Kit,"  resumed  Stanforth, 
making  an  eflfort  to  regain  liis  gravity  ;  "I 
can't  hel])  laughing  when  I  think  of  Gen  as 
T  saw  her  the  other  day,  before  you  came. 
So  like  a  queen  !     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! " 

Keith  sullenly  looked  the  inquiry  he 
would  not  deign  to  speak,  and  Hal  went  on — 

"  Did  you  ever  see  a  hole  in  the  wood,  in 
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tlie  fir  copse,  under  the  sandstone  cliflf,  where 
the  old  badger  used  to  live  ?  No  ?  Well, 
I  never  knew  of  it  myself,  until  Gen,  as  a 
great  favour,  offered  to  show  it  me,  and  she 
made  me  send  back  the  dogs,  and  away  w^e 
went ;  and  when  we  got  there,  somebody — 
one  of  the  gamekeepers,  I  suspect — had  been 
before  us,  trying  to  dig  the  old  fellow  out." 

Keith  grew  interested.  ''Had  he  dug 
him  out  1 " 

"  I  can't  say,  but  I  fancy  not.  There  was 
a  hole  duo'  in  the  soft  sand,  bis:  enouo-h  to 
bury  you  in,  but  it  took  a  turn,  and 
tunnelled  under  the  cliff,  which  had  baffled 
the  thief,  whoever  he  was.  The  badger  may 
be  there  now,  for  all  I  know.  But  the  state 
Jenny  got  into,  that  her  pet  should  have 
been  molested  !     She  wept  for  vexation  1  " 

"If  I  could  get  hold  of  that  keeper ! " 
growled  Keith,  savagely. 

"And   then,"    continued    Hal,    "nothing 
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would  do  but  she  must  make  research,  and 
down  slie  went  on  all  fours,  and  tried  to 
creep  into  the  hole,  to  see  how  far  it  had 
been  dug  out.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Fancy  a 
queen  with  her  hind  legs  sticking  out  of 
a  badger  hole  !  "  - 

"  The  brute  might  have  been  there  and 
attacked  her ;  you  ought  not  to  have  allowed 
her,"  said  Keith,  angrily. 

To  whom  Hal :  "I  tried  to  stop  her  from 
going  too  far  by  catching  hold  of  her  boot, 
but,  by  Jove  !  she  lashed  out  at  me  !  I  had 
to  let  go,  lest  her  leg  should  come  off !  " 

Keith  looked,  as  he  felt,  unutterably 
disgusted,  but  it  was  with  Harry,  not  with 
Gen.  "  She  should  never  have  run  such  a 
risk"  (he  meant  of  the  badger  s  attack,  not  of 
her  leg  coming  off)  "if  I  had  been  with  her," 
he  said. 

"As  if  any  one  could  prevent  Jenny  from 
doing  what  she  likes  !    She  is  queenly  enough 
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SO  far  ;  but  you'd  understand  how  I  couldn't 
be  spooney  on  a  princess  whom  I  had  seen 
backino:  out  of  a  bado-er  hole  with " 

"  I  wish,"  interrupted  Keith,  viciously — 
"  I  wish  I  could  thrash  something  like 
refinement  or  even  common  decency  into 
you  when  you  are  speaking  of  a  lady.  I 
would  spoil  a  good  crabstick  in  trying " 

"Try  it  on  Eory  first,"  laughed  Hal. 
Then,  suddenly  changing  his  tone — "  But  I 
know  what  makes  you  so  savage.  You 
think  I'm  not  to  be  trusted  with  Jenny, 
because  I  laugh  at  her.  I  can  tell  you  I'm 
not  such  a  cad  as  to  take  a  mean  advantage 
of  a  girl  because  she's  a  bit  of  a  hoyden. 
I  mio^ht  be  alone  with  her  in  the  Black 
Forest,  and  I'd  never  so  much  as  steal  a 
kiss  from  her.  So  there,  now.  Shut  your 
mouth,  old  fellow  ! " 

The  old  fellow  did. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

PITILESS. 

The  flush  of  summer  was  fading,  the 
autumn  joys  of  huntsmen  and  sportsmen 
were  growing  subjects  of  anticipation  to  those 
gentlemen,  and  not  least  to  Harry  Stanforth. 
Signs  of  active  preparation  for  the  arrival 
of  "  the  family  "  were  clearly  discernible  up 
at  Oaklands.  The  day  was  fixed  for  Lady 
Dalton's  long -looked -for  appearance,  and 
Harry  had  gone  off  to  Aix-les-Bains  a  fort- 
night ago,  to  escort  her  and  Mrs.  Verney  to 
their  new  home.  All  was  excitement  and 
curiosity  at  Wendholm.  The  housekeeper 
at  Oaklands  was  a  shy,  timid  woman,  who 
had  never  been  ''  out "  before,  and,  like  the 
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other  servcants,  had  never  seen  her  present 
mistress,  and  in  her  anxiety  to  prepare  eveiy- 
thing  as  it  shoukl  be  for  her  reception,  she 
grew  quite  nervous  and  hysterical,  and 
would  have  broken  down  altogether,  but  for 
the  counsel  and  comfort  of  the  ladies  at  the 
Vicarage  and  the  Grange. 

"  Genevra,"  said  Mrs.  Farquhar  on  the 
morning  of  the  important  day,  *'you  had 
better  run  up  to  the  Heights,  and  see  that 
Mrs.  Hudson  has  done  everything  that  sister 
Chatty  told  her  yesterday,  and  that  the 
gardener  has  taken  in  the  flowers  as  we 
directed.  Just  give  a  look  round,  and  see 
that  she  has  not  forgotten  anything.  I  never 
saw  such  a  feckless  creature  as  she  is.  Neither 
I  nor  Chatty  can  go  up  there  until  after 
lunch,  and  that  will  be  too  late  to  correct 
mistakes,  if  she  makes  any.  Lady  Dalton 
will  be  here  before  dusk,  if  she  comes  by 
Woulton." 
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Away  went  Jenny,  singing  merrily  as 
she  sped  up  the  steep  woodland  paths,  as 
light-footed  as  a  chamois,  full  of  the 
pleasurable  excitement  of  the  event,  so 
important  to  AVendholm,  of  the  coming  of 
new  neighbours  to  the  house  which  she  had 
never  remembered  other  than  lonely  and 
deserted,  and  full  of  glee  at  the  looked-for 
return  of  her  playfellow  and  comrade  Harry, 
whom  she  had  sorely  missed  the  last  fort- 
night ;  for,  although  he  had  tried  to  worry 
her  about  that  unlucky  quotation  from 
Mrs.  Browning's  poem,  yet,  as  Keith  had 
quitted  Oaklands  the  day  following  the 
adventure  with  Rory  O'More,  Mr.  Stan- 
forth's  raillery  had  lost  its  sting. 

On  reaching  Oaklands,  she  found  that  she 
had  started  too  late.  Under  the  pressure  of 
some  new  difficulty,  Mrs.  Hudson  had  gone 
down  to  the  Vicarage  to  implore  Mrs.  Burnes's 
advice    and     assistance    immediately    after 
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breakfast,  and  having  gone  by  the  drive, 
Jenny,  coming  through  the  wood,  had  missed 
her.  However,  she  "  took  a  look  round,"  as 
Mrs.  Farquhar  had  told  her,  rearranged  the 
flowers  on  the  tables,  corrected  a  few  trifling 
blunders  here  and  there,  and  then  went  into 
the  library  to  await  the  housekeeper's  return, 
threw  herself  into  the  cosiest  chair  she  could 
find,  and  was  soon  deeply  interested  in  a 
review  that  had  been  left  by  that  morning's 
post,  and  lay  uncut  on  a  side  table.  While 
thus  engaged,  a  shadow  darkened  the  window, 
and  .looking  up,  she  saw,  to  her  amazement, 
the  tall  figure  of  Keith  Moray,  with  a  gun  on 
his  shoulder,  peering  inquisitively  into  the 
room,  as  though  trying  to  make  out  whose 
was  the  studious  figure,  partly  shaded  by  the 
window  curtains,  bending  over  her  book. 
Apparently  he  did  make  it  out,  for  he  raised 
his  hat  and  passed  quickly  by,  towards  the 
halL     She   half  rose   to   fly,  but  she  could 
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not  go  into  the  ball  without  passing  him. 
Of  course  he  would  go  on  to  the  gun-room, 
and  then  she  would  slip  away.  She  had 
left  the  door  ajar,  and  she  heard  him  pause 
and  say  something  to  a  servant  who  went 
forward  to  meet  him.  He  was  handing  him 
his  gun.  Surely  he  would  iiever  have  the 
audacity  to  join  her  ?  Yes,  there  he  was, 
actually  looking  at  lier,  on  the  threshold  ! 
She  rose  to  her  feet,  assuming  her  coldest, 
most  repellent  air. 

'*Mr.  Moray  !  I  certainly  never  expected 
to  meet  you  here,"  she  said.  ''  When  did 
you  come  ?     Where  is  Harry  '?  " 

"  I  only  came  late  last  night,"  he  answered. 
"  I  met  Hal  in  town,  and  he  beo;ored  me  to 
run  up  to  Oaklands,  that  his  mother  might 
not  have  only  strange  faces  to  greet  her  at 
her  new  home." 

"  He  ought  not  to  have  counted  us  as 
strangers,"    said   Jenuy.     "  We    are    all    so 
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anxious  to  give  Lady  Dalton  a  cordial 
welcome." 

As  she  spoke,  she  laid  down  her  book 
and  made  a  slight  gesture  as  if  to  leave  the 
room,  though  she  did  not  quite  see  how  she 
could  manage  it  with  dignity,  as  long  as  he 
stuck  there  in  the  doorway  !  But  he 
suddenly  closed  the  door,  and  strode  hastily 
towards  her,  speaking  in  a  low  and  eager 
tone. 

"  Miss  Farquhar,  forgive  my  intrusion ; 
we  may  never  again  be  alone  together.  Let 
me  say  but  one  word,  this  once."  It 
seemed  easier  for  him  to  speak  than  for  her, 
for  her  voice  would  not  come.  He  took  a 
step  nearer.  ''Only  one  word.  Miss 
Farquhar — Genevra- — forgive  !  "  Still  she 
remained  silent.  "  Have  I  not  been  punished 
enough  ?  You  are  cruel,  you  are  pitiless. 
Be  assured  that  if  you  can  forgive  me,  I 
shall  never  forgive  myself;  and  yet  it  was 
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but  a  momentary  loss   of  self-control — my 
heart  never  wronged  you." 

Certainly  Jenny  was  "  cruel"  and  "  piti- 
less," but  was  it  towards  him  or  towards 
herself?  She  replied  icily,  "There  are 
offences  which  can  never  be  forgiven.  I 
wish  to  return  home,  Mr.  Moray." 

He  made  an  effort  to  speak  as  coldly  as 
she  did.  "  Since  I  am  such  an  object  of 
dislike — of  disgust — to  you" — he  paused, 
hoping  for  some  disclaimer,  but  Jenny  made 
none — "  it  would  be  unmanly  in  me  to 
compel  you  any  longer  to  tolerate  my 
presence.  I  will  leave  Oaklands  to-morrow. 
I  will  never  return,  without  your  permission. 
Is  this  your  wish,  -Miss  Farquhar  ?  " 

Jenny  tossed  her  curly  head  disdainfully, 
nowise  moved  by  her  vassal's  abject  self- 
renunciation.  "  I  am  not  mistress  of  your 
movements,  Mr.  Moray,"  she  said. 

He    drew    a    step    nearer.       "  You    are 
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mistress  and  queen,"  he  answered.  "  You 
have  the  right,  if  you  will,  to  exile  me  from 
any  spot  which  is  made  my  Eden  by  your 
presence." 

This  was  a  great  deal  warmer  than  Keith 
had  at  first  intended.  It  almost  frightened 
Jenny,  to  whom  Sir  Brian's  mild  courtesies 
had  been  the  only  love-making  she  had  ever 
known.  She  glanced  a  little  shyly  at  the 
handsome,  pleading  face  above  her,  and 
hesitated  ;  but  she  rallied  instantly,  and  grew 
all  the  harder  for  her  momentary  shrink- 
ing. How  dared  he  address  her  in  such 
words,  and  pretending  to  be  so  humble, 
too  !  She  put  on  an  air  of  frigid  indiffer- 
ence, and  replied — 

"  It  would  be  unjust  to  punish  your 
friends  here,  who  may  value  your  society — 
Harry  or  Lady  Dalton,  for  instance — for 
any  offence  you  have  been  guilty  of  towards 
me.     I  can  look  on  you  as  their  guest,  and — 
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and — bear  with  you  for  their  sakes  ;  you 
caDnot  expect  me  to  esteem  you." 

"  No,  I  suppose  not,"  rejoined  Keith, 
meekly,  and  still  looking  fixedly  at  her ; 
*'  but,"  he  added,  more  firmly,  *'you  shall  do 
so  one  day,  Genevra  !  " 

Here  a  slight  movement  made  them  both 
look  round,  and,  lo  !  in  the  doorway  lowered 
the  baleful  shadow  of  the  Vicar's  wife, 
contemplating  the  pair  with  a  stony  im- 
passiveness  that  was  more  awful  than 
spoken  censure,  else  why  should  Genevra 
blush  so  vividly,  or  Keith  start  away  from 
before  her — he  was  standing  rather  close — 
and  hasten  to  greet  Mrs.  Burnes  with  such 
efiusive  cordiality  ? 

"Good  morning,  Mr,  Moray,"  she  said, 
extending  to  him  a  wooden  hand,  which 
Keith  received  to  lift  up  and  down  like 
a  door-knocker,  and  then  let  fall.  (No  one 
ever  shook  hands  in  the  true  sense  of  the 
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words  with  Chatty  Burnes.)  She  turned  to 
Jenny.  "  Genevra,  Mrs.  Hudson  has  been 
with  me,  and  I  drove  her  up  here  to  fetcli  you 
home.  I  have  given  her  all  needful  direc- 
tions, and  I  think  she  can  manage  without 
us  now ;  so  come  at  once,  if  you  please,  my 
dear." 

"  I  am  quite  ready,  Mrs.  Burnes," 
answered  Jenny,  passing  Keith  with  the 
very  slightest  bow. 

He  followed  her  into  the  hall,  handed 
Mrs.  Burnes  into  the  pony  carriage,  while 
Jenny  sprang  lightly  in  on  the  other 
side,  and  then  watched  them  drive  off, 
all  in  deep  silence — the  younger  lady 
because  she  did  not  choose  to  speak, 
the  elder  because  she  had  nothing  to  say ; 
nothing,  at  least,  while  the  pony  was  trot- 
ting briskly  down  the  steep  incline  from  the 
Heights  to  the  lodge  gates.  But  when  they 
came   out    on   the    more    level    road,    and 
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slackeDed  pace,  Mrs.  Burnes  began,  in  her 
low,  clear,  incisive  tones — 

"  May  I  ask  you,  Genevra,  how  long  were 
you  and  young  Mr.  Moray  shut  up  alone 
together  and  in  Lady  Dalton's  library, 
during  her  absence  ?  " 

"  How  long  ? "  answered  Jenny,  care- 
lessly. ''  Eeally  I  did  not  look  at  the  clock 
when  he  came  in,  and  I  think  you  should 
not  say  I  was  '  shut  up  with  him,'  for  you 
know  you  had  free  admission,  sister  Chatty." 

Mrs.  Burnes  never  resented  Miss  Farquhar's 
little  insolences ;  the  girl  would  have  liked 
her  better  if  she  had.  She  rejoined,  in  her 
calm  monotone,  and  without  the  slightest 
sign  of  displeasure,  "  I  used  that  expression, 
Genevra,  not  because  I  should  have  myself 
chosen  it  as  the  most  applicable  to  the 
situation,  but  because  it  was  the  one  that 
would  probably  have  suggested  itself  to 
Lady  Dalton  and  her  party  if  they,  and  not 
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I,  had  interrupted  your  conversation  with 
Mr.  Moray." 

*'  Then  please  use  expressions  of  your 
own  choice,  Mrs.  Burnes,  and  leave  Lady 
Dalton  s  to  her." 

"I  do  not  wish  to  offend  or  pain  you, 
Genevra ;  you  are  very  young,  and,  comparing 
you  with  the  young  ladies  I  meet  at  Eetford, 
you  are  very  childish  for  your  years.  You 
are,  like  all  young  people,  liable  to  take 
erroneous  views  of  life  and  duty,  and  loth 
to  be  guided  by  the  experience  of  your 
older  friends.  Still,  I  have  always  observed 
that  you  hold  firmly  to  duty  as  you  under- 
stand it,  and  do  not  swerve  from  what  you 
think  is  right  from  mere  feeling  and  im- 
pulse, as  many  girls  do." 

"Thank  you,  Mrs.  Burnes,"  said  Jenny, 
simply. 

Charlotte  went  on :  "  You  may  err 
from   inexperience,    from    imprudence,   but 
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not,  I  think,  from  levity  or  want  of  maidenly 
self-respect " 

**  Mercy,  sister  Chatty/'  interrupted 
Jenny,  impatient  of  this  long  preamble ; 
"  do  come  to  the  point.  Are  you  blaming 
me  for  not  rushing  out  of  the  room  where 
I  had  been  sitting  quietly  reading  for  lialf 
an  hour,  because  a  young  man,  staying  in 
the  house,  happens  to  come  in  ? " 

''  I  am  not  blaming  you,  Genevra ;  I  am 
only  warning  you." 

Jenny  looked  up  interrogatively,  but  said 
nothing. 

Mrs.  Burnes  paused  a  little,  as  if  doubt- 
ful of  her  next  speech ;  then  she  said, 
slowly,  "Is  it  just  to  Sir  Brian  Carruthers, 
Jenny,  that  you  should  allow  any  other 
man  opportunities  of  oifering  you  attentions 
which  he  is  debarred  from  pressing  on  you?" 

*'  Why,  Mrs.  Burnes,  do  you  consider  that 
I  am  engaged  to  Sir  Brian  ?  " 
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"  Perhaps  not  exactly ;  but  I  should 
consider  it  indelicate  in  you  to  encourage 
Mr.  Moray,  or  any  one  else,  until  your 
relations  with  Sir  Brian  are  more  defined 
than  they  are  at  present." 

"  Well,  I  am  not  likely  to  encourage 
any  one's  attentions,  and  Mr.  Moray's  least 
of  all." 

"  So  you  may  think  now,  Genevra ;  but 
you  must  not  wonder  if  your  friends  dis- 
trust the  stability  of  a  young  lady's 
resolutions  who  receives  the  addresses  of 
a  gentleman  one  day,  and  rejects  them  with- 
out reason  a  fortnight  after." 

"  But  at  least  I  am  free  ? " 

"  Nominally  so,  as  far  as  I  can  under- 
stand your  position.  Your  conduct  has  been 
attributed  to  a  mere  childish  caprice,  and 
your  first  answer  remains,  as  it  were,  in 
abeyance,  until  your  riper  judgment  has 
taught  you  that  such    decisions  should  be 
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final — the  period  wliich  your  father  fixed 
for  you  as  your  eighteenth  year.  Until 
then,  it  would  be  ungenerous  and  indelicate 
to  your  first  lover  to  insult  him  by  en- 
couraging any  rival.  This  should  be  a  point 
of  honour  with  you,  Jenny,  if  you  are  not 
too  childish  to  understand  it." 

Jenny  burst  out  passionately :  "I  never 
will  marry  Sir  Brian,  if  he  waits  till  he  is 
seventy  ;  and  no  one  else  will  ever  seek  me." 

"  You  can  settle  that  first  point  a  year 
hence,  Genevra,  and" — with  a  small  smile — 
"the  second  may  be  deferred  a  few  years 
longer,  and  no  harm  done  to  anybody." 

Jenny  fell  a-musing,  and  Mrs.  Burnes 
was  too  well  satisfied  with  that  eflfect  of 
her  oration  to  risk  spoiling  it  by  insistance. 
She  did  not,  in  fact,  attribute  much  signifi- 
cance to  the  simple  fact  of  finding  Keith 
"  shut  up "  with  Miss  Farquhar,  Mrs. 
Hudson  having  told  her  of  the  young  man's 
arrival  as  she  was  driving  her  back  to  Oak- 
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lands ;  and  on  the  very  few  occasions  on 
which  she  had  chanced  to  see  him  in 
Jenny's  society  he  had  been  apparently  in 
attendance  on  his  friend  Harry  Stanforth, 
and  there  had  been  no  sign  whatever  of  any 
but  the  most  formal  intercourse  between  the 
girl  and  him,  nothing  whatever  of  the 
frank  ftimiliarity  that  had  sometimes  scan- 
dalized her  between  Harry  and  Genevra. 
She  had  merely  chosen  the  incident  as  a 
text  from  which  to  deliver  her  warnino^ 
sermon,  for  any  future  contingency  ;  and 
as  Miss  Farquhar,  on  arriving  at  the  Grrange, 
alighted  from  the  carriage  and  walked 
thoughtfully  into  the  house,  Mrs.  Burnes 
turned  her  pony's  head  homewards,  with 
the  feeling  that  for  once  her  counsel  would 
be  taken  to  heart,  perhaps  as  regarded 
young  Stanforth  as  well  as  his  friend  !  Poor 
Chatty !  As  regarded  Moray,  it  was  not 
needed ;  as  regarded  Harry,  it  was  utterly 
wasted  and  thrown  away. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

INVITED    TO    OAKLANDS. 

Sir  Brian  escorted  the  beautiful  Lady 
Dalton  to  Aix-les-Bains,  and  committed  to 
Lady  Carruthers  and  Georgina  the  sacred 
charge  of  amusing  her ;  but  he  was  con- 
siderate enough  not  to  decline  a  share  in 
it,  and  even  the  greater  share.  To  Georgina's 
pressing  inquiries  about  his  engagement  to 
Miss  Farquhar,  he  opposed  a  strict  reticence. 

"  The  lady's  friends  will  not  hear  of  an 
engagement  at  present,"  he  said;  *'they 
think  her  far  too  young." 

"  But  what  are  Jenny's  views  on  the 
subject,  Cousin  Brian  ?  She  is  so  indulged 
that  everybody  wdll   have  to  give  way  to 
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her  at  last.  What  is  the  understanding 
between  her  and  you  ?  " 

But  Brian  declined  to  explain.  "  The 
engagement  being  deferred,  Georgina,  it 
would  not  be  delicate  to  discuss  it  for  the 
present.  If  any  friend  of  mine  breaks 
through  this  reserve,  I  shall  understand  it 
to  mean  that  our  friendship  is  at  an  end." 

He  said  this  so  significantly  that  Geor- 
gina,  who  could  not  well  afford  to  offend 
him,  promised  the  most  discreet  silence. 

"No  word  will  ever  pass  my  lips  to  any 
one  on  the  subject,  cousin,"  she  said,  "and 
I  am  sure  I  can  promise  for  mamma  also." 

And  Sir  Brian  was  satisfied. 

To  her  mother  she  observed,  "  I  dare  say 
Aunt  Farquhar  objected  to  the  disparity 
of  age  between  Genevra  and  Brian,  and  lie 
does  not  choose  to  say  so." 

"Then  your  aunt  Farquhar  was  a  goose," 
returned  Lady  Carruthers,  snappishly.     "She 
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will  not  find  a  better  husband  in  every 
respect  for  her  little  unformed  chit  of  a  girl. 
You  had  better  catch  the  ball  on  the  re- 
bound, Georgina." 

"  I  must  first  be  sure  that  it  is  on  re- 
bound. But  what  of  the  beautiful  Lady 
Dalton,  whom  Brian  has  brought  here, 
mamma  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  that  is  nothing.  She  is  quite  an  old 
friend,  she  says,  and  she  lives,  or  is  going  to 
live,  near  the  Farquhars." 

For  although  Georgina  quieted  her  mother  s 
rather  languid  curiosity  about  Genevra  by 
affecting  to  believe  that  Brian  had  been 
finally  dismissed  by  the  young  lady's  friends, 
she  was  by  no  means  so  sure  as  she  had 
pretended  to  be  that  "  all  was  over  "  in  that 
direction.  Her  suspicions  had  been  excited 
l^y  a  nameless  something  in  her  cousin's 
manner  when  she  had  questioned  him,  that 
was  not  altosfether  reconcilable  either  with 
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the  theory  of  a  decided  refusal,  or  with  that 
of  a  merely  deferred  engagement.  It  was 
the  manner  of  a  person  who  wishes  to  avoid, 
even  to  conceal,  some  very  disagreeable 
affair.  Miss  Carruthers  scented  a  mystery, 
and  was  determined  to  unravel  it.  But  how? 
She  foresaw  no  likelihood  at  all  of  beinor 
invited  to  the  scene  of  action.  The  only 
communication  that  had  passed  between  the 
Carruthers'  and  AVendholm  after  Jenny's 
return  had  come  in  the  shape  of  a  formal 
note  from  Mrs.  Burnes,  written  in  the  name 
and  at  the  request  of  her  sister,  who  was 
too  occupied  with  Jenny,  and  too  anxious 
about  her,  to  write  herself.  It  w^as  as 
formal  and  as  cold  as  Chatty  could  make  it, 
which  is  saying  a  great  deal.  It  gave  a 
brief  statement  of  the  accident  from  which 
Genevra  was  suffering,  "in  consequence  of 
having  mistaken  her  train,"  and  au  ecjually 
brief  and  ceremonious  expression  of  thanks 


238  THE   STORY   OF   A   KISS. 

for  Lady  Carruthers'  courteous  *^  hospitality 
to  her,"  more  than  qualified  by  a  severe 
reproof  of  her  negligence  in  sending  so 
young  a  girl  on  a  long  journey,  unattended 
by  the  maid  whom  she  had  promised  to 
send  with  her — a  neorlect  to  which  all  her 
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present  suffering  might  be  attributed.  Both 
Lady  Carruthers  and  her  daughter  had 
naturally  resented  the  tone  of  this  note, 
but  Georoie  had  no  intention  whatever  of 
quarrelling  with  the  Grange,  so  she  had 
replied  by  a  few  conciliatory  lines  of  regret 
and  sympathy,  taking  no  notice  at  all  of  the 
more  than  implied  reproach,  and  pressing 
for  frequent  tidings  of  '^  poor  darling 
Jenny."  After  a  fortnight's  silence,  a  few 
words  came  from  "  darling  Jenny  "  herself, 
announcing  her  convalescence,  but  making- 
no  response  whatever  to  her  cousin's  effusive 
cordiality.  Nothing  unkind  was  intended, 
but   Genevra   was   unaccustomed   to    corre- 
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spondence,  and  disliked  it,  and  her  relatives 
had  made  so  very  faint  an  impression  on  her 
while  she  was  with  them,  that  absence  was 
not  likely  to  have  deepened  it.  But 
Georgina  saw  at  once  that  there  would 
be  no  likelihood  of  an  immediate  invitation 
to  Wendholm,  and  to  Wendholm  she  was 
determined  to  go.  She  wished  to  *' ex- 
ploiter "  her  rustic  relatives,  and  she  could 
only  do  so  by  endearing  herself  to  Genevra, 
whose  indifference  she  thought  she  could 
soon  overcome.  She  wished  to  ascertain  on 
what  footinof  Sir  Brian  stood  at  the  Grans^e. 
She  could  only  find  that  out  by  personal 
observation.  She  had  not,  in  truth,  the 
faintest  wish  or  intention  to  secure  that 
irentleman's  affections  for  herself  She 
was  too  acute  not  to  see  that  she  had  not 
the  slightest  chance  of  doing  so,  and  she 
was  quite  sincere  in  the  disgust  she  had  ex- 
pressed  to  her  mother    at   the   idea   of   an 
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inherited  lover.  Moreover,  she  truly  desired 
that  her  cousin  "  should  marry  into  the 
family,"  and  thus  provide  her,  if  not  with 
a  permanent  home,  at  least  with  a  pleasanter 
resort  than  her  sister  s  house  would  be,  and 
one  in  which  she  would  have  far  better 
opportunities  for  social  advancement  for 
herself.  To  Wendholm  she  would  go — if 
not  to  the  Grange,  then  to  Oaklands.  The 
Grange  would  follow  as  a  matter  of  course, 
and,  in  any  case,  this  new  acquaintance  that 
Carruthers  had  presented  to  her  might  prove 
a  source  of  pleasure  and  profit,  quite 
independently  of  any  deeper  plans. 

Accordingly,  she  set  herself  with  the  ut- 
most assiduity  to  win  the  beautiful  stranger's 
regard.  It  might  have  been  more  difficult 
to  enter  into  her  close  intimacy,  with  that 
everlasting  Mrs.  Yerney  always  beside  her  ; 
but  "Doggie"  showed  not  even  as  much 
jealousy  of  a  rival  friend's  approach  as  an 
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actual  lap-dog  would  have  shown.  She 
rather  enjoyed  studying  the  humours  of  the 
somewhat  motley  throng  that  Lady  Dalton 
liked  to  assemble  round  her,  and  allowed 
Miss  Carruthers  all  the  opportunity  she 
could  wish  of  makino^  herself  ao^reeable  to 
the  trio,  severally,  in  turn,  and  altogether. 
Even  Sir  Brian,  who  did  not  love  Georgina, 
for  her  father's  sake,  softened  a  little 
towards  her  when  she  received  his  new-old 
friend  with  such  prompt  good- will,  showed 
no  foolish  suspicion  of  him,  and  no  feminine 
spite  and  jealousy  of  a  beauty  that  she  could 
never  hoj)e  to  rival ;  while  Lady  Dalton 
proved,  of  course,  a  very  easy  conquest.  As 
yet,  she  had  not  forme<l  her  circle  of 
intimate  female  friends,  and  was  glad  to 
make  a  beginning  with  Sir  Brian's  quite 
unexceptionable  womankind,  and  she  was 
delighted  with  Georginas  assiduous  endea- 
vours to  please  and  amuse  her,  and  responded 
VOL.  II.  33 
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to  them  with  her  sweetest  cordiality.  At 
leno^th  there  came  for  Ladj  Carruthers  the 
expected  summons  to  her  daughter's  new 
home. 

*'  Everything  is  so  settled  and  comfortable 
now,"  she  wrote.  "I  am  dying  for  my 
dearest  mother  and  Georgie  to  join  me  and 
my  Edward.  Do  come,  next  Saturday  at 
latest." 

"And  cannot  you  stay  at  Aix,  at  least 
as  long  as  we  do?"  inquired  Lady  Dalton, 
when  Miss  Carruthers  had  told  her  of  this 
message.  '*We  shall  be  so  dull  when  you 
leave  us,  and  Sir  Brian,  too,  returns  to  Eng- 
land to-morrow,  he  says." 

"  I  wish  I  could  persuade  mother  to  stay," 
answered  Georgie,  '^  but  she  is  wild  to  see 
Anne  in  her  new  home.  It  will  be  fright- 
fully dull  for  me  there.  You,  dear  Lady 
Dalton,  have  made  Aix-les-Bains  such  a 
bright  memory  for  me.      I  could  not  have 
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supposed  that  in  so  short  a  time — only  three 
or  four  weeks — a  parting  could  be  made  so 
bitter.  But  then,  it  may  be  a  parting  for 
ever." 

''Oh,  I  can't  allow  such  a  suggestion  as 
that/'  cried  Stella.  "  You  must  come  to  me 
at  Oaklands  for  a  long  visit.  Cannot  you 
accompany  me  there,  and  leave  Lady 
Carruthers  to  your  sister  for  the  while  ?  " 

"Three  are  no  company,  you  know." 

But  here  Mrs.  Verney  thought  fit  to  inter- 
pose. "  My  dear  Stella,  how  can  you  be  so 
thoughtless  ?  It  would  be  horribly  dull  for 
Miss  Carruthers  at  Oaklands  while  everything 
was  strange  to  you,  and  all  your  neighboui's 
to  OTOW  intimate  with.  And  how  could  she 
leave  her  mother  to  travel  alone  ?  '^ 

"  You  must  follow  us  then,"  said  Stella, 
"  when  you  have  settled  Lady  Carruthers  at 

Mrs. What  did  you  tell  me   is  your 

sister's  name  T' 
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"It  would  be  a  very  long  journey," 
answered  Georo;ina.  "I  do  not  think  mother 
would  trust  me  so  far  alone,  and  we  cannot 
afford  a  maid  to  go  with  me." 

"  But  Sir  Brian  could  meet  you  in  tow-n, 
and  bring  you  down  to  Oaklands  ?  " 

"Of  course  he  could,  if  you  include 
him  in  your  kind  invitation.  Indeed,  it 
would  make  it  quite  easy  for  us  both  ;  for 
both  he  and  I  have  friends  in  that  neighbour- 
hood, with  whom  we  should  be  charmed  to 
renew  our  acquaintance.  Ah !  here  he  comes 
to  speak  for  himself.  Cousin  Brian,  I  have 
taken  the  right  of  a  lady  over  her  bachelor 
relations  to  claim  a  service  from  you." 

"And  I,"  said  Stella,  smiling  sweetly 
upon  him,  "  put  in  a  claim,  in  my  son's 
name,  to — not  a  service,  but  a  pleasure  and 
a  privilege  that  Sir  Brian  will  grant  as  Hal's 
mother's  '  long-ago  '  friend." 

Sir  Brian  bowed  to  both  speakers,   and 
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looked  interrogatively  at  Lady  Dalton,  who 
proceeded  to  press  her  invitation  upon  him 
in  her  most  winning,  almost  caressing  way — 
an  invitation  which,  it  is  needless  to  say, 
was  courteously  accepted. 

"You  must  understand,"  I^ady  Dalton 
proceeded  to  explain,  "  that  I  invite  you  in 
my  dear  boy's  name.  He  is  the  master  of 
Oaklands  ;  only  the  ladies  of  our  little 
circle  will  be  my  guests." 

Brian  again  bowed  acquiescence,  and  Stella 
and  her  companions  affected  the  usual 
unconsciousness  of  his  muttered  "  aside  " — • 
"  I  cannot  see  what  such  pretty  women 
want  with  '  dear  boys '  at  all !  " 

*'  Indeed,"  resumed  Stella,  as  soon  as  she 
could  stifle  her  laugh,  "  I  am  most  anxious 
to  present  my  darling  Harry  to  you  both. 
I  am  sure  you  w^ill  like  him,  he  is  so 
thoroughly  hoii  gargon.  Not  handsome, 
you   know  " — to  Georgie — "  not  even    very 
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polished.     He  tells  me  his  friends  call  liim 
*  Ursa  Minor.' " 

"  A  constellation  and  a  star  !  "  said  Brian, 
whose  ideas  on  astronomical  subjects  were 
rather  indefinite.  **  How  brilliant  must  be 
the  circle  at  Oaklands,  thus  lighted  !  " 

"Well,"  said  Stella,  laughing,  ''1  am 
certain  my  '  Ursa  Minor '  has  no  pretensions 
to  great  brilliancy.  You  will  have  to  bring 
your  light  with  you,  dear  people ;  and 
Gcorgie  tells  me  you  have  friends  already, 
KSir  Brian,  at  Wendholm  ?  Not  my  friends 
the  Portways  of  Greenhayes,  are  they  ? " 

''  I  can  hardly  call  the  Portways  friends," 
answered  Carruthers,  evasively.  "  I  have 
])ut  a  slight  acquaintance  with  the  admiral, 
and  none  with  the  ladies  of  his  family,  but 
1  shall  be  happy  to  improve  it  under  your 
auspices.  Lady  Dalton." 

Here  Georgina  came  to  his  relief  by 
turning   the  conversation  upon  Harry  and 


INVITED   TO   OAKLANDS.  247 

his  merits,  and  Brian  inwardly  congratulated 
himself  at  having  escaped  any  questions 
about  Genevra  or  her  people.  He  was  very 
glad  to  be  invited  to  Oaklands.  He  had  no 
thought  of  forfeiting  his  pledge  to  Miss 
Farquhar,  but  his  soul  was  disquieted  within 
him  when  he  reflected,  as  he  very  often  did, 
on  that  unfortunate  confession  of  hers. 
Why  had  she  not  told  her  mother?  And 
could  she  really  make  no  guess  as  to  who 
that  confounded  scamp  was  ?  He  did  not 
actually  suspect  her  of  deceiving  him,  he 
had  no  intention  of  watching  her  in  any 
sense  of  espial,  but  he  thought  that,  all 
things  considered,  since  he  might  not  visit 
at  the  Grange  as  a  lover,  it  was  well  that 
he  should  have  secured  a  post  of  vantage 
at  Oaklands,  from  which  he  could  see  a 
little  more  of  Jenny's  ways,  and  of  her 
intimacies  also,  before  he  was  called  upon 
finally  to  commit  himself. 
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Poor  Sir  Brian  !  He  hacl  certainly  been 
most  unlucky  in  his  love  affairs,  even  in 
their  latest  results.  Lady  Carruthers  was 
a  perpetual  disgust  to  him ;  she  was  old, 
she  w^as  lean,  she  was  stupid.  He  rejoiced 
to  think  that  she  was  going  to  live  with 
her  married  daughter,  and  was  not  included 
in  Lady  Dalton's  invitation.  He  dis- 
liked Georgina.  She  was  hard  featured  ;  she 
was  the  image  of  her  treacherous  father ; 
he  half  suspected  that  she  was  treacherous 
too ;  but  there  was  no  present  likelihood  of 
getting  rid  of  her  and  her  cousinly  charms, 
since  she  was  the  excuse,  the  reason  d'etre, 
of  his  purposed  visit  to  Oaklands.  Then 
there  was  Stella  Dalton,  whose  grace  and 
beauty  had  effaced  the  last  lingering  memory 
of  Millicent  Farquhar  in  the  heart  of  the 
lonely  exile  of  Rio  Vedas,  wdio  had  admired 
her  as  deeply  as  he  dared  to  admire  another 
man's    wife.     And   he   finds   her  free    and 
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still  fair,  but  the  widow  of  two  "  dear 
departeds/'  and  with  a  "dear  boy"  hanging 
(metaphorically)  round  her  neck,  like  a 
locket  containing  the  portrait  of  one  of 
them !  And  when  Brian  would  turn  from 
these  odious  associations  to  the  image  of 
a  sweet,  child-like  maiden,  in  her  flower-like 
freshness  and  purity,  he  was  confronted  by 
the  abhorrent  vision  of  some  red-bearded, 
tobacco -scented  ruffian,  who  had  kissed  her 
in  a  railway  carriage,  and  who,  on  her  very 
bridal  trip,  might  meet  her  and  hioio  her 
again!  Whereupon  Carruthers  swore  once 
more,  in  every  language  he  knew,  the 
polyglot  curse  he  reserved  for  the  unknown 
delinquent,  and  with  its  customary  non- 
effect  1 
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CHAPTEK   XV. 

WENDHOLM   TRANSFORMED. 

Not  Pdp  van  Winkle  himself,  on  awaking 
from  his  long  slumber,  could  have  found  his 
native  villao^e  more  transformed  than  the 
inhabitants  of  Wendholm  found  theirs,  a 
few  weeks  after  the  arrival  of  the  new- 
tenant  of  Oakland  Heights. 

For  a  widow  in  search  of  a  retreat  in 
which  to  mourn,  a  widow  with  only  one 
son  and  a  very  quiet,  middle-aged  "  com- 
panion," Lady  Dal  ton  showed  a  peculiar 
gift  for  surrounding  herself  with  a  cheerful 
circle  of  sympathizers,  who  gave  her  so  little 
time    to  /'  weep   her   woman's  tears "    that 
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tliey  had  no  occasion  to  weep  with  her.  As 
a  matter  of  course,  all  "  the  best  people " 
for  miles  round,  and  many  of  the  second 
best,  had  hastened  to  call  on  her ;  and, 
thou^ch  receivinor  them  in  the  rankest 
"  weeds,"  and  alluding,  with  tender  feeling, 
to  the  effort  it  was  to  her  to  suppress  her 
own  sorrow,  that  she  might  not  sadden  the 
youthful  brightness  of  her  "  darling  boy," 
she  so  evidently  intended  the  effort  to  be 
made,  and,  as  far  as  could  be  seen,  it  was 
so  perfectly  successful,  that  the  seclusion 
was  speedily  understood  to  mean  only  the 
withdrawal  for  a  season  or  so  from  the  more 
public  gaieties  of  the  world  of  fashion,  and 
admitted  as  a  plea  for  the  informal  hospi- 
tality which  had  much  of  the  freedom  and 
familiarity  of  a  young  bachelor's  home. 

"  No  ceremonious  visiting,  of  course," 
Lady  Dalton  would  say  softly.  "  But  Plarry 
is   master   here ;    he   must   have  his  friends 
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about  him  and  his  owd  amusements,  and 
I,  too,  must  have  my  special  circle.  I  could 
not  yet  bear  to  mix  with  people  to  whom 
I  am  quite  indiflferent." 

And  somethino^  in  the  caressins:  tones, 
some  momentary  light  in  the  beautiful  eyes, 
always  flattered  the  innocent  victims  she 
addressed  that  they,  at  least,  were  included 
in  the  "  special  circle  "  for  which  she  pined. 
Not  that  the  innocent  victims  were  to  be 
pitied  by  any  means.  Stella  Dalton  had 
that  rarest  gift  in  fascinating  woman  of 
charming  her  own  sex  almost  equally  with 
the  other,  and  she  exercised  it  quite  im- 
partially. She  was  ably  seconded  by  Harry, 
who  won  all  hearts  by  his  genial  frankness, 
his  eagerness  to  join  in  any  "  fun "  that 
might  be  going,  his  unaffected  cordiality 
and  generosity. 

And  thus  sleepy  Wendholm  had  grown 
awake  and  aware  of  a  sudden   stirrinc:   of 
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vivacious  life  around  and  within  tlie  long 
deserted  manor-house,  with  which  the  very 
autumn  leaves  in  the  quiet  woodlands 
might  have  seemed  to  glow  in  sympathy. 
Gay  groups  flitted  through  the  gardens, 
admiring  the  completed  improvements  or 
suo^gestino^  new  ones.  There  was  the 
frequent  rattle  of  guns  in  the  stubble  fields 
or  amonor  the  heather  :  there  was  rushinsf 
to  and  from  the  station  of  "traps"  driven 
by  stalwart  youths,  often  with  their  sisters 
beside  them ;  and  the  hedgerows  rung  with 
merry  laughter,  as  youths  and  maidens 
swept  by  on  the  well-bred  and  well-groomed 
horses  which  Harry  was  always  ready  to 
furnish  from  his  stables  to  his  guests  who 
could  ride,  or  only  thought  they  could. 

Verily  all  the  gentle  widow's  crape  and 
sables,  even  her  occasional  moods — very 
brief  moods — of  pensiveness,  were  not  too 
much  or  too  many  to  persuade  or  remind  her 
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little  world  that  she  dwelt  in  a  sphere  of 
sorrow,  remote  from  all  the  brilliance  of 
transformed  Wendholm. 

There  was  one  person,  however,  who 
seemed  wholly  uninfluenced  by  the  spells  of 
the  Calypso  of  Oaklands — wholly  unsoftened, 
at  least — and  that  was  Chatty  Burnes. 

Lady  Dalton  had  found  it  easy  to  win 
simple  Mrs.  Farquhar.  Not,  indeed,  to  join 
"  the  rabble  rout"  (I  beg  their  pardon)  that 
surrounded  her — Juliet  was  too  shy  and 
retiring  for  that — but  to  confide  her  step- 
daughter to  her  without  hesitation,  per- 
mitting her  to  run  up  and  down  on  the 
same  terms  of  rapid  intimacy  that  already 
existed  between  her  and  Stanforth. 

Genevra  had  naturally  been  attracted  to 
her  new  neighbours  by  the  liveliness  and 
gaiety  of  heart  which  her  embarrassing 
rupture  with  Sir  Brian,  resulting  from  her 
too  unguarded  intercourse  with  a  stranger, 
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had  a   little  sliadowed,  but  could  not  alto- 
gether repress. 

Mrs.  Burnes  alone  maintained  an  attitude 
of  distrust  and  disapproval  of  Lady  Dalton 
and  all  her  works,  which  seldom  revealed 
itself  in  words,  but  which  made  her  manner 
so  cold  and  freezing,  that  it  chilled  the 
very  atmosphere  around  her  whenever  she 
entered  Stella's  presence.  She  had  always 
had  the  likeness  of  an  image  of  stone  ; 
now  she  seemed  moulded  out  of  an  ice- 
berg, but  that  she  never  thawed  or  melted. 
And  she  was  often  in  Stella's  presence.  For 
Charley  immensely  enjoyed  the  life  and 
animation  of  Oaklands,  and  went  there  on 
every  excuse  ;  so  that  the  festivities  there 
were  seldom  ungraced  by  sister  Chatty,  who 
might  have  been  enacting  the  part  of  the 
skeleton  at  an  Egyptian  banquet,  so  mute 
and  rigid  was  she  amid  the  merriment 
around  her,  or   contemplating  it    rather  as 
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an  Egyptian  Sphynx  in  a  ruined  temple 
might  look  down  on  the  mirth  of  a  party  of 
Cook's  tourists  beneath  her.  But  no 
Sphynx  could  have  been  more  severely 
reticent  of  her  ideas  on  the  subject.  Did 
she  resent  the  altered  aspect  of  the  society 
over  which  she  had  once  reigned  a  queen, 
and  which  had  now  deposed  her  for  a  more 
brilliant  sovereisfn  ?  Or  did  she  acknowleds^e 
the  Nemesis  of  women  w^ho  have  wedded 
youthful  husbands,  and  brood  regretfully 
over  the  memory  of  days  when  Charley  had 
no  opportunity  of  contrasting  her  faded 
charms  with  those  of  brighter  w^omen — 
when  he  found  sufficient  recreation  after 
the  parish  labours  which  she  more  than 
shared,  in  a  summer  lounge  beside  her  tea- 
table  on  the  lawn,  or  a  quiet  game  of  whist 
in  the  eveninofs  w^ith  a  few  friends  from 
neighbouring  parsonages,  or  a  game  of  chess 
with    Jenny     or    Mrs.     Farquhar    at     the 
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Grange,  but  always  with  his  "  Eosebud  "  at 
his  side  ? 

If  such  regrets  ever  tortured  poor  Chatty's 
soul,  no  Spartan  could  have  more  resolutely 
hidden  his  pain.  She  was  not  one  to  yield 
to  compromise  in  her  views  of  wifely  duty. 
Without  a  word  of  remonstrance,  she  would, 
at  her  husband's  request,  write  the  accept- 
ance to  Lady  Dalton's  little  notes  of  invita- 
tion to  her  frequent  fetes.  With  even  a 
dim,  watery  smile,  she  would  lay  aside  the 
work  on  which  she  was  engaged,  whether  of 
the  parish  or  the  household,  to  accompany 
him  to  an  afternoon  tea  or  to  lawn  tennis 
on  the  Heights  ;  although  not  seldom  her 
volatile  spouse,  after  bringing  her  home, 
w^ould  leave  her,  to  go  back  at  a  later  hour 
to  escort  Genevra  through  the  woods  to  the 
Grange.  The  patient  wife  might  have  been 
awaiting  him  until  near  midnight — she  never 
breathed  murmur  or  comment,  and  Charley. 
VOL.  II.  34 
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was  not  keen  enough  to  detect  any  efifort  in 
her  smile.  Her  "face  like  a  tragic  mask," 
as  Mrs.  Vernej  called  it,  stood  her  in  good 
stead  there. 

The  reappearance  of  Sir  Brian  at  Wend- 
liolm,  with  her  cousin  Georgina,  had  been  a 
surprise  to  Jenny's  friends.  Although  they 
must  have  thought  it  possible  that  he  would 
make  some  excuse  for  revisiting  Wendholm, 
they  were  none  of  them  prepared  to  see  him 
return  in  charge  of  oue  lady  and  as  the 
guest  of  another.  But  the  surprise  w^as  but 
transitory.  Sir  Brian,  who  was  seldom 
embarrassed,  seemed  to  take  it  as  so  much 
a  matter  of  course  that  so  old  a  friend  as 
Lady  Dalton  should  have  included  him  in 
her  invitation  to  his  cousin,  and  still  more 
so  that  Georgina  should  have  insisted  on  his 
escorting  her. 

"  No  lady  should  travel  alone,  if  it  can  be 
avoided,"  said  Sir  Brian ;  and  Mrs.  Burnes 
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wondered  that  Jenny  should  blush  at  that 
innocent  observation.  And  then  the  wise- 
acres privately  agreed  that,  since  Carruthers 
had  disclaimed  any  intention  to  compromise 
Jenny's  freedom  by  his  attentions,  he  had 
taken  the  best  way  to  bring  himself  into  her 
society  without  exciting  remark  or  gossip. 

He  seldom  called  at  the  Grange — never 
unaccompanied  by  Georgina,  and  when  there 
confined  his  attentions  so  entirely  to  Mrs. 
Farquhar,  that  he  might  have  been  supposed 
to  be  courting  her.  To  Genevra  his  manner 
was  simply  kind  and  courteous,  without  a 
trace  of  sentiment  or  gallantry ;  and,  after 
the  first  shyness  of  her  meeting  with  him  in 
Miss  Carruthers'  presence,  finding  that  no 
allusion  was  made  by  either  of  them  to  the 
past  or  to  the  future,  she  grew  as  fearless 
of  any  advance  on  his  ipiivt  as  a  tame  canary 
is  of  a  stufied  cat.  Why,  then,  could  she  not 
forget   Mrs.   Burnes's   impressive   warning ; 
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or,  if  she  had  forgotten  it,  why  did  she,  like 
a  spriDg  wind,  veer  back  from  the  north- 
west— to  which  she  had  been  inclining 
towards  Keith  since  his  rescue  of  her  from 
Eory  O'More — back  to  the  icy,  pitiless 
north,  without  warmth  or  promise  ? 

Poor  Keith's  dawning  hopes  of  pardon 
and  reconciliation  were  cruelly  frost-bitten. 
He  had  quitted  Oaklands  a  few  days  after 
Lady  Dalton's  arrival,  and  returned  for 
another  of  his  flying  visits  while  Sir  Brian 
and  Georgina  and  a  host  of  other  guests 
were  surrounding  her  and  occupying  Harry's 
attention  ;  and  he  w^as  received  by  Miss 
Farquhar,  or  repelled  rather  than  received, 
with  a  haughty  indifference  to  which  her 
former  treatment  of  him  had  been  cordial 
ane  affectionate.  Her  manner  to  Stanforth 
was  unchanged  ;  but  as  his  time  was  taken 
up  for  the  present  with  new  acquaintance, 
and  as  Jenny  was  oftener  accompanied  by 
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Miss  Carrutliers,  who  kept  close  watch  and 
paid  assiduous  court  to  her,  Keith  had  to 
make  his  approaches  through  that  "  hard- 
featured  "  dueana,  with  the  result  that  both 
Sir  Brian  and  the  lady  herself  imagined 
that  it  was  to  her  he  was  devoted.  Sir 
Brian  languidly  wondered  at  his  taste,  but 
Georgina  herself  did  not.  Miss  Carruthers 
remained  a  fixture  at  Wendholm,  but  Sir 
Brian  only  went  there  occasionally,  and,  as  it 
happened,  he  and  Keith  were  seldom  there 
at  the  same  time  ;  but  the  younger  man 
attached  no  meaning  to  the  circumstance — 
which  he  did  not  even  remark — that  when  the 
baronet  was  not  there,  Georgina  relaxed  her 
guard  over  Genevra,  and  Genevra  relaxed 
her  severity  to  him.     Mere  coincidence  ! 

A  lover,  however,  can  nourish  his  love 
upon  very  little,  and  Keith  ran  no  risk  of 
being  reduced  to  actual  famine  as  long  as 
there   was   any   dancing   going   on   at   the 
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Heights,  and  that  was  very  often.  Mr. 
Moray  had  been  careful  that  his  nephew's 
attainments  should  include  even  the  minor 
accomplishments  that  would  tend  to  make 
him  welcome  in  society  of  his  own  age  and 
class,  and  Keith  was  as  perfect  a  dancer 
as  natural  errace  and  a  true  ear  could  make 

o 

him.  Therefore  he  was  much  sought  after 
as  a  partner  by  the  girls  of  tlie  houses  where 
he  visited.  Moreover,  he  was  known  to  be 
rather  fastidious  in  the  choice  of  partners 
whose  dancing  would  do  him  justice,  so  that 
the  ladies  whom  he  selected  were  at  once 
looked  upon  as  decorated  with  the  gold 
medal  of  excellence  in  their  art,  though 
they  might  not  flatter  themselves  that  senti- 
ment had  anything  to  do  with  the  dis- 
tinction. As  for  Genevra,  Mr.  Burnes,  who 
had  some  musical  taste,  used  to  say  of  her, 
"  Jenny  has  no  great  ear  for  music,  but  she 
has  plenty  of  tune  in  her  legs ; "  and  if  her 
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steps  occasionally  erred  in  time,  it  was  very 
rarely,  and  they  must  indeed  have  been 
hypercritical  who  would  have  noticed  that, 
while  they  watched  the  fairy-like  lightness 
of  her  motions,  and  the  passion  of  youthful 
enjoyment  that  seemed  to  ray  from  her  as 
she  danced,  like  the  sparkle  of  a  flitting 
firefly.  But  for  some  time  Keith  withdrew 
from  the  circle,  and  contented  himself  with 
watching  her,  not  daring  to  approach  her 
and  to  risk  a  repulse. 

Jenny,  on  her  part,  would  have  given 
much  for  a  partner  who  would,  as  Miss 
Port  way  said,  *'  bear  her  along  like  a 
breeze,"  and  would  never,  as  so  many 
of  her  partners  did,  tread  on  her  toes, 
or  tear  her  dress,  or  bounce  her  against 
another  couple ;  for  poor  Jenny,  not  beiug 
particularly  popular,  and  being  considered 
almost  a  child,  was  left  very  much  to  the 
attentions  of  the  '^awkward  squad."    Harry 
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was  her  most  frequent  partner,  and  Harry's 
dancing,  it  must  be  admitted,  was  a  thing 
to  shudder  at.  And  she  knew  quite  well 
that  a  glance,  a  word,  would  have  brought 
Keith  to  her  side  in  a  moment,  but — how 
about  her  dignity  ?  No,  it  was  not  to  be 
thought  of.  Yet  she  sighed  ;  and  she  would 
probably  have  resolutely  persevered  in  this 
noble  self-restraint,  but  that  one  evening, 
while  she  was  jolted  in  the  arms  of  an 
especially  clumsy  youth,  past  a  couple  who 
had  been  for  some  time  observing  and 
criticising  her,  she  heard  the  lady  say — 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Moray  ?  He  never  dances  with 
her.  She  does  not  dance  well  enouo^h  for 
him." 

Could  female  fortitude  stand  that?  Little 
Jenny,  at  least,  was  no  such  ancient  Koman. 
Presently,  as  she  stood  alone  within  a  few 
paces  of  Keith,  she  let  fall  her  bouquet,  on 
which  he  instantly  pounced,    like   a   crow 
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on  a  barley-corn ;  only  he  didn't  eat  it, 
though  in  stooping  for  it  he  made  a  furtive 
gesture  as  if  he  meant  to  do  so ;  and  as  he 
returned  it  to  her,  she  said,  in  a  voice  that 
was  almost  soft — 

''Why  are  you  not  dancing,  Mr.  Moray?" 

He  murmured  his  reply :  "  I  dare  not 
risk  a  repulse. ' 

"  Is  not  that  something  like  mock  bash- 
fulness  ? "  answered  Jenny,  looking  away 
from  those  too  earnest  eyes.  "Who  that 
loves  dancing  would  refuse  the  best  dancer 
in  the  room  ? " 

"  You  would,"  was  all  that  Keith  could 
find  to  say. 

Jenny  hesitated  a  little,  and  then,  with  an 
assumed  carelessness,  but  still  looking  away, 
"I  will  take  a  turn  with  you  if  you  like,"  she 
said,  almost  in  a  whisper — she  was  so  afraid 
of  being  overheard  inviting  a  partner. 

Keith   felt   as   if  an   angel  had  stooped 
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from  the  sky  to  ask  him  to  sit  beside  her  on 
a  rainbow. 

After  that,  it  was  the  usual  thing  for  Miss 
Farquhar  to  "  give  "  one  dance  at  least  every 
evening  to  Mr.  Moray,  to  his  speechless 
rapture,  her  own  marked  improvement,  and 
the  "  medalled  ones' "  profound  disgust. 
But  the  ungracious  little  vixen  took  care 
that  poor  Keith  should  make  no  mistake  as 
to  what  he  owed  he  owed  his  happiness  to  ; 
she  made  him  whirl  her  round  till  she  was, 
or  feigned  to  be,  too  breathless  for  a  word  of 
conversation.  Then,  when  the  music  stopped, 
she  withdrew  to  the  side  of  Mrs.  Burnes  or 
Mrs.  Farquhar,  like  a  shy  young  maid  who 
does  not  stir  from  the  charge  of  her  chaperon, 
and  dismissed  him  with  the  air  of  a  royal 
princess  ;  and  Keith  dared  not  linger. 

Among  the  youug  folks  who  frequented 
Oaklands,  Harry  Stanforth  was  chief  favour- 
ite, in  spite  or,  perhaps,  because  of  his  being 


WENDHOLM   TRANSFORMED.  267 

SO  far  without  the  pale  of  matrimonial 
eligibles.  No  youth  thought  of  him  as  a 
rival,  no  girl  dreamt  of  monopolizing  his 
attentions — "  He  was  such  a  boy;"  Avhile  his 
unflagging  good-humour  and  gaiety  made 
him  eagerly  welcome  to  all.  Keith  himself 
was  less  popular.  He  was  a  little  too  grave, 
a  great  deal  too  cold,  and  suffered  himself  to 
be  too  much  at  Miss  Carruthers'  beck  and 
call,  at  whose  side  he  was  so  often  to  be 
found,  though,  to  be  sure,  he  could  not 
mean  anything,  as  she  was  too  old  for  him 
and  too  plain  for  anybody  ;  and  little  Jenny 
Farquhar  being  always  one  of  the  group  of 
three,  why,  there  was  nothing  particular 
between  the  two,  of  course  !  And  he  was 
so  handsome,  and  would  be  a  very  good 
match  when  his  uncle  should  die ;  and  he 
was  always  courteous  and  obliging,  ready  to 
join  in  anything  that  was  going  on,  and 
(|uite  an  Admirable  Crichton  for  doing  every- 
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thing  well.  So  he  was  well  received  by 
Lady  Dalton's  visitors,  and  invited  to  all 
the  "best"  houses  in  the  county. 

But  there  was  one  person  who  eyed  him 
with  stroncf,  thouo^h  secret  disfavour.  Sir 
Brian  Carruthers  entertained  the  deep  pre- 
judice often  felt  by  those  who  have  lived 
long  in  countries  where  slavery  is  still 
an  institution,  against  any  one  in  whose 
veins  may  be  suspected  any  taint  of  ''the 
servile  races,"  to  the  tenth  generation  of 
the  half-breeds.  To  see  a  "black  fellow" 
petted  by  ladies  and  treated  on  terms  of 
perfect  equality  with  the  heirs  of  un- 
blemished English  descent,  was  to  him  a 
subject  of  disapproval  and  disgust,  though 
he  kept  the  feeling  to  himself,  and  only 
showed  it  by  as  much  as  possible  avoiding 
all  intercourse  with  young  Moray,  which 
had  hitherto  been  easy  enough,  as  chance 
had  decreed  that  the  visits  of  the  two  men 
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to  Oaklands  had  rarely  occurred  at  the  same 
time.  But  this  could  not  always  happen, 
and  one  day  the  smouldering  fires  in  Sir 
Brian's  breast  burst  forth  into  flame.  He 
was  sitting  with  Mrs.  Verney  and  Lady 
Dalton  in  that  lady's  boudoir,  a  retreat  to 
which  none  had  the  privilege  of  access  but 
himself,  Keith,  and  Harry — a  privilege  of 
which  the  two  young  men  rarely  availed 
themselves — when  young  Moray  came  in,  to 
report  the  result  of  a  commission  to  Retford, 
with  which  Lady  Dalton  had  entrusted  him. 

"  Here  are  your  crewels,  Lady  Dalton,"  he 
said,  laying  a  small  parcel  on  the  table. 
"  They  are  the  best  I  could  find  in  three 
shops,  and  the  shopwoman  assured  me  I 
could  find  no  better  match  anywhere." 

"It  is  perfect,  Keith,'*  replied  Stella,  after 
examining  them.  "  I  never  hoped  to  have 
had  them  matched  so  well.  Thank  you  so 
much." 
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"  What  reward  will  you  give  me  ?  "  asked 
Keith,  smiling  down  upon  her.  He  was 
very  fond  of  Lady  Dalton. 

"Your  success  should  be  its  own  reward," 
she  answered,  "  but  young  men  are  so 
mercenary.  Here,"  and  she  held  out  to 
him  her  white  and  jewelled  hand  ;  "  you 
may  kiss  my  hand  as  your  reward." 

And  Keith,  still  smiling,  bent  down  and 
lightly  touched  the  pretty  fingers  with  his 
moustache  (I  will  never  believe  that  he 
really  kissed  it),  and  then,  bowing  to  the 
ground,  he  backed  out  of  the  sovereign 
presence. 

Lady  Dalton  was  sorting  her  crewels,  and 
did  not  look  towards  Sir  Brian ;  but  Mrs. 
Verney  did,  and  she  observed  his  moustache 
twitch,  as  it  had  a  habit  of  doing  when 
anything  annoyed  him,  and  he  did  not  caress 
it  into  serenity. 

"  Why,  what  ails  Sir   Brian  ?  "    she  en- 
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quired.  *'  Look  at  him,  Stella ;  he  looks 
almost  sulky/' 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Carruthers,  replying  to 
Stella's  questioning  glance — "  perhaps.  Lady 
Dalton,  you  will  think  my  prejudices  are  old 
fashioned,  but  in  the  countries  where  I  have 
spent  much  of  my  life,  no  gentleman  could 
have  borne  to  stand  by  and  see  a  lady's 
hand  polluted  by  the  lips  of  a  base-born 
nigger ! " 

"  Jealous  !  "  thought  the  beautiful  widow  ; 
but  she  answered  calmly,  "  Why,  Keith 
Moray  is  no  more  base-born  than  I  am, 
Sir  Brian,  and  a  high-caste  East  Indian 
is  not  an  African  negro.  Moreover,  Keith 
is  not  even  an  Indian.  Colonel  Moray 
assured  Sir  Peregrine,  years  ago,  that 
althouo^h  he  had  made  a  foolish  marriacre, 
yet  that  his  wife  was  of  the  purest  Castilian 
blood  on  the  father's  side." 

"  That  may  be,"  replied  the  baronet,  "  on 
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the  fathers  side  ;  but  all  I  can  saj  is  that 
Moray  is  the  tenth  of  a  shade  darker  than 
any  Spaniard  I  ever  saw  !  " 

Something  in  Lady  Dalton's  face  warned 
him  that  he  had  gone  too  far.  Not  precisely 
a  frown — Stella  never  frowned — unless  a 
night  flower  may  be  said  to  frown  when 
it  closes  its  petals  against  the  sun.  He 
hastened  to  add — 

"•  We  need  not  dispute  Mr.  Moray's  pedi- 
gree. It  is  enough  that  Lady  Dal  ton 
honours  him  with  her  intimacy."  (That 
word  rather  stuck  in  his  throat.)  "  Our 
Queen  of  Beauty,"  he  said  in  his  courtliest 
manner,  "  has  the  right  of  ennobling  whom 
she  will  among  her  squires.  All  the 
same,"  he  added,  in  one  of  his  unconscious 
monoloo-ues,  "  if  a  black  fellow  like  that  did 
but  touch  the  tips  of  the  fingers  of  any  wife 
of  mine "  (as  if  he  had  a  dozen),  *'  I 
would " 
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The  threat  was  inaudible,  but  Mrs. 
Verney's  curiosity  made  her  violate  the 
etiquette  which  made  Sir  Brian's  friends 
deaf  to  his  "  asides."  "  What  would  you 
do  to  her,  Sir  Brian  ? "  she  asked. 

He  started,  and  looked  slightly  confused. 
"  I  ?  Oh  ay  !  I  would  present  her  with  a 
box  of  sixes " 

"  Candles  or  gloves  ? "  inquired  Stella, 
mischievously. 

"  And,"  pursued  Carruthers,  half  relapsing 
into  monologue,  "I  would  insist  on  her 
wearing  them  constantly  ! " 

Alas  for  poor  Sir  Brian,  so  unsuspicious 
of  nearer  and  far  graver  perils !  How 
would  you  guard  from  the  very  re- 
membrance of  such  defilement  the  lips  of  a 
future  wife  of  yours  ?  Would  you  present 
Genevra  with  a  respirator,  and  insist  on 
her  wearing  it  constantly  ? 

VOL.  II.  35 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

FOUR   MONTHS   LATER. 

Four  montlis  later.  Mrs.  Yerney  is  seated 
with  a  book  on  her  knee,  as  well  as  the 
lap-dog,  watching  her  friend,  who  was 
arranging  some  chrysanthemums  in  a  por- 
celain vase,  singing  softly  to  herself  the 
while.     Then  she  asked  suddenly — 

"  Stella,  are  you  not  growing  tired  of 
the  dull  life  in  these  leafless  woods  ? " 

"  No,  indeed,"  answered  Lady  Dal  ton, 
brightly.  "  How  can  I  find  it  dull  ?  We 
always  have  the  house  full  of  guests.  Hal 
enjoys  himself  immensely,  and  everybody 
is  so  kind  to  me.      Why  should  I  be  dull 
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because  woods  are  leafless  in  December  ? 
I  am  not  an  hamadryad." 

"  You  might  be,  for  the  satyrs  that 
dance  round  you." 

"Why,  my  Doggie,  what  is  there  to 
snarl  at  in  them  ?  I  am  sure  they  are 
very  nice.  Let  me  see  " — counting  on  her 
jewelled  fingers — "  there's  old  General 
Moffat,  as  harmless  an  old  gentleman  as 
ever  ate  mulligatawny  ;  there's  Admiral  Sir 
James  Portway,  two  or  three  Church  digni- 
taries, an  M.P.,  and Well,  most  of  these 

bring  wives,  daughters,  or  sisters  in  their 
train,  all  of  whom,  as  the  Irish  say,  'think 
the  sun  rises  and  sets  upon  me.'  The  lordly 
male  sapphires  are  not  all  my  jewels." 

"  I  know,"  said  Diana,  "  that  the  love  of 
approbation  in  your  pretty  head  would 
astonish  the  most  practised  phrenologist. 
You  will  angle  for  a  minnow  as  readily  as 
for  a  trout.     But  will  not  your  net  break 
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one  day,  with  so  many  fishes  in  it  ?  I 
am  quite  sure  that  you  would  sacrifice  any 
one  of  your  admirers,  rather  than  lose  your 
popularity  with  the  rest ;  and,  I  warn  you, 
there  are  tempests  brewing  in  our  teapot. 
Your  team,  as  Harry  would  say,  is  be- 
coming restive." 

"  My  Doggie,  I  implore  you,  be  less  pro- 
fuse in  your  metaphors ;  and,  oh  !  don't 
look  so  solemn !  I  like  you  best  as  a 
laughing  philosopher.  You  know  Sir  Brian 
says  you  are  quite  misnamed — that  you  are 
more  of  an  epicurean  than  a  cynic,  for  that 
you  laugh,  but  do  not  sneer." 

"  Sir  Brian  ?  "  repeated  Diana.  "He  is 
growing  quite  an  authority  with  you,  my 
dear.  Do  you  mean  to  marry  him, 
Stella  ^ " 

"  He  has  never  asked  me." 

"  Not  in  words  ;  but  if  looks  and  de- 
voted attentions  mean  anything " 
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Stella  pouted.  "I  hate  men  wlio  can 
only  woo  a  woman  with  looks." 

*'You  could  easily  make  his  wooing 
more  definite  if  you  chose." 

"  But  I  shall  not  choose,"  answered  Lady 
Dal  ton.  "  Sir  Brian  is  very  useful  to  me 
in  keeping  other  suitors  at  a  distance.  If 
I  dismissed  him,  I  should  be  besieged  by 
importunate  admirers  of  les  beaux  yeux  de 
ma  cassette." 

"Then  you  do  not  mean  to  marry  him, 
Stella  ? " 

"  Scarcely,"  answered  Lady  Dalton,  care- 
lessly. "  Three  husbands  !  Why,  I  should 
be  as  bad — nearly  half  as  bad — as  the 
woman  of  the  Sadducees  with  seven  ;  and 
with  her  it  was  a  family  affair.  One  must 
draw  the  line  somewhere  ;  I  draw  it  at  the 
second." 

"At  least,  then,  you  should  respect  the 
husbands  of  others,  who  are  never  likely  to 
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have  your  liberty  of  choice.  The  click  of 
Mrs.  Burnes's  knitting-needles  is  as  the  clash 
of  swords,  while  she  never  takes  her  eyes 
from  your  face,  as  the  fat  Vicar  draws  his 
chair  so  close  to  you,  to  play  with  FoUet 
on  your  knee." 

"  Oh,  poor  innocent  Vicar  ! "  laughed 
Stella ;  "  could  I  have  the  heart  to  deny 
him  a  moment's  oblivion  of  the  presence  of 
the  chain  that  binds  him  to  that  woodenest 
of  figure-heads  ?  Why,  she  has  no  more 
sensibility  than  the  straight,  high  chair  she 
always  seats  herself  on  !  If  she  never  takes 
her  eyes  ofi"  my  face,  it  is  only  because, 
having  once  fixed  themselves  there,  their 
muscles  are  too  rigid  to  remove  them.  I 
have  honestly  endeavoured  to  fascinate  her, 
no  less  than  her  husband,  and,  for  once,  I 
have  failed." 

"  Then  there  is  Miss  Carruthers  ! " 

"  Georgina  ?      What    cloud    can    gather 


FOUR   MONTHS  LATER.  279 

there  ?  From  no  want  of  hospitality,  I 
am  sure.  A  three  months'  visit,  with  the 
deduction  of  a  week  or  two  now  and  then, 
at  the  Grange  or  up  in  town,  would  tax 
the  indulgence  of  many  a  hostess  less  yield- 
ing than  Stella  Dalton." 

"  And  what  if  Harry  should  invite  her 
to  stop  here  for  life  ? " 

Lady  Dalton  rang  out  her  pretty  chime 
of  laughter.  "  Your  suspicions  fall  wide  of 
the  mark,  my  Doggie  !  Harry  is,  so  far, 
love-proof,  and  Kit  Moray  is  Georgie's  aim. 
Leave  her  her  swarthy  Apollo  ;  he  is  always 
by  her  side.  Lads  of  his  age  are  flattered 
by  the  preference  of  women  of  hers." 

"Nay,"  said  Mrs.  Verney,  "but  he  is 
past  that  age.  I  imagine  all  the  advances 
are  on  the  lady's  side.  And  how  would 
Sir  Brian  receive  a  cousin  of  the  complexion 
he  dislikes  so  much  ? " 

"He  is  in  no  danger  of  being  consulted  ; 
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a  flirtation,  and  nothing  more.  No,  no, 
Diana ;  my  team  is  well  in  hand  still,  and 
the  atmosphere  is  without  a  cloud.  Tired 
of  Oaklands  ?  I  think  it  the  sweetest  spot 
on  earth." 

And  yet  Diana's  comments  on  the  ex- 
isting state  of  things  under  Lady  Dalton  s 
rather  lax  regime  had  hit  their  mark  with 
tolerable  accuracy.  There  was  just  the  least 
shadow  of  a  cloud  menacing  the  careless 
gaiety  which  Stella  was  so  eager  to  promote 
among  her  friends  and  guests  ;  nay,  it  was 
a  cloud  that  already  rested  on  some  brows — 
made  the  smiles  of  others  rarer  or  more 
forced.  Yet  Mrs.  Verney's  fears  for  her 
friend's  popularity  were  altogether  ground- 
less. The  beautiful  widow's  nature  was 
essentially  superficial ;  she  had  no  depth  of 
serious  feeling,  no  intellectual  power,  no 
capacity  of  devotion  to,  or  even  affection 
for,  any  object  not  immediately  within  the 
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range  of  a  shallow  sympathy.  But  these 
are  precisely  the  natures  by  which  the  world 
is  most  attracted,  and  to  whose  weakness  it 
shows  the  most  indulgence.  She  had  the 
art — the  greater  for  being  unconscious — of 
making  the  smiles  which  she  lavished  on  all 
appear  specially  directed  to  each.  Even 
the  women  she  eclipsed  forgave  her  the 
little  social  successes  she  seemed  to  share 
with  them,  by  the  sweetness,  the  charm 
that,  as  it  were,  radiated  from  her  on  her 
less  gifted  associates,  none  of  whom  did  she 
ever  permit  to  feel  herself  neglected  or  in 
the  shade.  Verily  Stella  Dalton's  inordi- 
nate and  indiscriminating  greed  of  praise, 
though  purely  selfish,  had  a  readier  return 
than  many  and  many  a  soul's  deep  devotion 
and  self-sacrifice  ever  wins.  But  then, 
paste  looks  as  well  as  diamonds  and  costs 
less,  and  the  world  nowadays  wants  every- 
thing   cheap.      Even    the    whisperings    of 
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calumny  were  mute  for  her.  Her  little 
innocent  coquetries  were  guarded  from 
society's  censure  by  the  strictest  observance 
of  its  external  conventions,  as  her  tempera- 
ment, cold  and  passionless  beneath  all  its 
vivacity,  never  betrayed  her  into  the  chance 
of  misunderstanding,  which  lies  always  in 
wait  for  the  impulsive. 

And  yet  there  were  clouds.  Charlotte 
Burnes's  smile,  in  public  at  least,  had  never 
been  frequent,  but  it  never  shone  at  all  in 
Lady  Dalton's  drawing-room,  where  she  was 
wont  to  sit  in  shadow,  as  Mrs.  Verney  had 
remarked,  with  her  eyes  fixed  and  immov- 
ably riveted  on  her  hostess's  face,  her  invisi- 
ble knitting-needles  clicking  and  flashing, 
as  if  in  mute  protest,  while  Charley  fluttered 
like  a  rather  corpulent  moth  in  the  perilous 
blaze  of  the  fair  widow's  fascinations.  But 
still  sister  Chatty  was  not  jealous  in  the 
coarser  sense   of   the  word.     She   was   too 
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pure  herself  to  suspect  another  woman's 
purity,  however  much  she  might  scorn  her 
frivolity,  and  too  loyal  to  her  husband  to 
wrong  him  by  believing  him  capable  of 
crime ;  for  Chatty  named  things  by  their 
names,  and  would  have  uncompromisingly 
rejected  any  softer  term  for  wife  or  husband's 
infidelity.  Not  jealous,  then,  but  deeply 
wounded  at  the  loss  of  influence  which  had 
hitherto  kept  the  Vicar  as  closely  as  his 
constitutional  indolence  allowed  in  the  path 
of  his  professional  duty ;  possibly  too — for 
Charlotte  was  at  heart  a  woman,  and  no 
Sphynx — at  the  loss  of  wifely  charm,  which 
had  hitherto  sufficed  to  content  him  with 
his  home  pleasures,  simple  and  unvaried  as 
they  were.  But,  true  to  her  rigid  principles 
of  feminine  duty,  she  never  uttered  remon- 
strance, far  less  reproach — unless  remon- 
strance might  be  implied  in  her  share  of 
such  a   dialogue   as   passed   between    them 
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on  the  very  afternoon  that  we  have  just 
recorded. 

"  Why,  Chatty,  my  girl,"  cried  the  hus- 
band, coming  in  from  his  study,  where  he 
had  been  turning  over  his  manuscript  ser- 
mons of  a  year  or  two  ago,  in  the  hope  of  find- 
ing one  that  might  do  for  the  next  Sunday 
and  spare  him  his  Saturday's  labour,  "  is 
it  not  time  for  you  to  think  of  dressing  ? 
You  know  we  are  to  dine  at  Oaklands  this 
evening — or  did  I  forget  to  tell  you  ?  To 
be  sure,  Harry  Stanforth  looked  in  and 
gave  me  his  mother's  note  this  morning, 
when  you  were  at  the  schools." 

"  Again,  Charley  ?  I  dined  there  with 
you  a  week  since,  and  you  took  Genevra 
to  spend  the  evening  only  last  Monday." 

"  All  right,  my  Eosebud,"  rejoined  the 
husband,  with  rather  an  uneasy  laugh  ;  "  if 
Harry  and  his  mamma  are  not  tired  of  us, 
we  are  not  likely  to  tire  of  them,  are  we  ? " 
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Mrs.  Burnes  considered  this  question. 
*'  But  must  we  go  to-night,  Charles  ? "  she 
said.  "I  all  but  promised  Mr.  Cotterill 
that  you  would  be  at  home  to-night,  to 
audit  these  accounts  of  his  that  have  been 
waiting  for  you  so  long." 

"  They  must  wait  a  little  longer  then  ; 
and  you  must  send  Martha  round  to 
Cotterill,  to  tell  him  we  are  engaged  this 
evening.  Why.  couldn't  you  audit  those 
accounts  for  me.  Chatty  ?  Cotterill's  figures 
are  so  bad  that  it  makes  my  head  ache  to 
pore  over  them." 

"  Well,  dear,  I  have  done  so,  and  you 
will  have  but  to  glance  over  them.  I  have 
transcribed  them  quite  legibly "  (she  did 
not  say  how  her  head  had  ached  from  the 
labour),  "  but  they  must  have  your  signa- 
ture." 

"  I'll  have  Cotterill  here  to-morrow.  One 
day  will  make  no  difference." 
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*'  And  should  you  not  go  to-niglit  to 
see  Widow  Bolder's  son  ?  She  has  been 
here  three  times  to  beg  you  to  go." 

"  You  could  have  done  that  for  me, 
Chatty." 

"  I  have  visited  him  almost  daily  for  the 
last  fortnight,  but  it  is  you  he  wishes  to 
see ;  and  really  his  mother  was  almost 
insolent  to-day  when  you  were  again 
denied  to  her." 

"  All  right.  I  can  run  across  to  her 
cottage,  and  be  back  again  before  youVe 
done  dressing.  Plenty  of  time  ;  it's  not  six 
o'clock  yet." 

Chatty  hesitated  a  little,  then  she  said, 
"  Can  we  not  put  off  Lady  Dalton  this  once, 
Charley  ?  We  so  seldom  have  an  evening 
alone  together  now." 

"Nor  should  we  have  had  this  evening 
together,  my  girl,  since  you  would  have  made 
so   many   appointments   for   me.      Besides, 
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there's  a  lot  of  fun  going  on  to-night  at 
Oaklands,  Harry  told  me.  I'll  give  you 
your  evening  alone  another  time." 

"  But  is  '  so  much  fun  '  good  for  a  middle- 
aged  clergyman  ? " 

"Eeally,  Chatty,"  answered  the  middle- 
aged  clergyman,  rather  more  fretfully  than 
his  wont,  "  I  don't  think  you  should  raise  so 
many  objections  to  my  spending  a  pleasant 
hour  now  and  then.  You  have  kept  my 
nose  to  the  grindstone  long  enough,  surely ! 
And,  a  propos  of  noses — where  are  you  going 
to  ? " — for  his  wife  was  turning  to  leave  the 
room. 

"  I  am  going  to  dress,  dear,"  she  replied, 
not  a  note  of  petulance  in  her  cold  voice, 
not  a  shade  on  her  calm  features. 

"  Jt  propos  of  noses,"  resumed  her  hus- 
band, "can't  you  rub  a  little  chalk,  or 
whitewash,  or  something — ^just  a  touch,  you 
know — on  that  rosebud  of  yours,  my  Chatty  ? 
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Among  so  many  pretty  women  as  there 
always  are  at  Oaklands,  one  would  wish  to 
see  one's  wife  shine  in  another  sense  than  as 
the  red  danger  signal  on  a  railway  line." 

Another  sickly  smile  flickered  over  Mrs. 
Burnes's  statuesque  face — flickered  and  was 
gone. 

"  I  cannot  consent  to  paint,  Charley,  even 
to  please  you,"  she  said  firmly.  "  I  am 
afraid  you  must  bear  with  the  danger  signal, 
as  you  have  always  done  ; "  and,  bending 
towards  him,  she  slightly  kissed  his  fore- 
head and  left  the  room.  Had  her  kiss  left 
that  frown  there  ? 

Mrs.  Verney's  cloud,  then,  admittedly 
brooded  over  the  Vicar  and  his  spouse. 
Was  Sir  Brian  really  under  its  shadow,  too  ? 
Poor  Sir  Brian  was  certainly  beginning  to 
feel  himself  rather,  as  Harry  would  have 
elegantly  styled  it,  "in  a  hole."  He  had 
as  good   as   pledged   himself  to    Genevra's 
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friends  to  renew  his  proposal  at  the  end  of 
a  year,  when  that  young  lady  might  be 
presumed  to  have  attained  at  least  sufficient 
experience  to  understand  the  meaning  of 
her  "  yes  "  and  "  no  ;  "  and,  while  he  left 
her  free,  he  was  in  honour  bound  himself. 
Sir  Brian  was  the  soul  of  honour  in  inten- 
tion, and  yet  he  had  been  bewitched  by 
the  fascinations,  so  seemingly  simple,  of  the 
Circe  of  Oaklands,  drawn  nearer  and  nearer 
within  the  dangerous  sphere  from  which, 
in  past  days,  he  had  scarcely  escaped  un- 
harmed, and  now  found  himself  the  almost 
admitted  lover  of  one  woman  and  the 
almost  betrothed  of  another  1  And,  to 
make  his  position  more  embarrassing,  he 
was  not,  in  the  secret  depths  of  his  rather 
misty  consciousness,  sincerely  desirous  to 
secure  either  maid  or  widow  as  mistress  of 
Brackensfell.  The  widow,  indeed,  was 
beautiful,  charming,  and  wealthy,  but 
VOL.  11.  36 
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she  had  been  twice  wedded  and  widowed. 
The  rose  had  been  worn  on  two  breasts 
already,  and  Sir  Brian  thought  a  stepson 
would  undoubtedly  prove  a  bore.  Nor  was 
he  at  all  satisfied  of  the  wisdom  of  his  first 
choice.  Jenny  Farquhar,  for  all  her  youth- 
ful bloom,  was  no  great  beauty,  and  looked, 
he  thought,  something  of  a  country  rustic 
beside  Lady  Dalton's  distinction  and  grace. 
Moreover,  the  girl  "  had  a  temper."  Yes, 
assuredly,  she  had  a  temper.  At  times  she 
would  be  so  gentle  and  winning  in  her 
manner  to  himself  that  he  would  be  stung 
with  remorse  for  his  growing  indifference 
to  her,  and  then,  quite  causelessly,  she  would 
be  careless  or  pert.  Too  affectionate  by 
half  to  that  rollicking  brute,  Harry  Stan- 
forth,  and  downright  insolent  to  young 
Moray,  who  was  a  quiet  fellow  enough,  and 
very  attentive  to  Georgie,  who  might  do 
worse   than    encourage  him,   as    she    would 
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soon  be  on  the  wane,  even  for  lads  who  are 
attracted  by  oldish  girls. 

"  I  cannot,"  reflected  the  wavering  lover 
— "  I  cannot  marry  both  these  women.  I 
don't  much  care  to  marry  either,  and  pro- 
bably both  secretly  design  in  the  end  to 
marry  me.  Why  was  I  in  such  a  devil  of 
a  hurry  to  choose  a  wife  at  all  ?  '  Give  an 
heir  to  the  estate,'  quoth  my  lady  Carruthers ! 
Well,  that  was  her  business  in  my  uncle's 
time  ;  and  since  she  failed  in  her  duty,  why 
insist  on  mine  ?  Heir  ?  What  good  will  an 
heir  do  me  ?  What  good  can  an  heir  do 
anybody  who  has  inherited  indirectly  him- 
self when  past  his  first  youth,  and  wants  to 
enjoy  himself  quietly  and  not  be  bothered 
with  rearing  an  heir,  for  whom  he  will  be 
expected  to  make  all  sorts  of  sacrifices  in 
his  old  age  ? — for  I  shall  have  reached  old 
age  before  this  precious  heir  is  grown  up. 
By  the  way,  I  hope  that  girl  has  not  been 
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SO  deuced  frank  with  anybody  else  as  she 
was  with  me — that  she  has  not  told  any  one 
else  about  that  adventure  in  the  railway 
carriage.  Confound  the  fellow  !  if  he  should 
turn  up  one  day  and  grin  at  my  bride 
behind  my  back  while  he  offered  me  his 
cigar-case  or  his  newspaper !  I  should  have 
taken  Miss  Farquhar  at  her  word  when  she 
wanted  to  jilt  me  ;  and,  after  all,  she  may 
do  it  yet." 

Decidedly  a  cloud  hovered  over  Sir 
Brian  Carruthers. 

As  for  the  young  folk,  it  was  not  a  cloud 
— scarcely  more  than  a  mist ;  but  it  was 
dank  as  a  Devonshire  mist,  and  chilled  Keith 
Moray  to  the  bone.  All  in  vain,  during  his 
frequent  visits  to  Oaklands,  did  he  strive  by 
the  most  delicate  devotion,  the  most  unre- 
mitting watchfulness  and  attention,  to  soften 
the  obdurate  heart  of  his  unrelenting  mis- 
tress.    An  older  man,  or  one  more  versed  in 
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feminine  ways,  or  of  more  worldly  experi- 
ence, would  have  been  little  daunted  by 
Miss  Farquhar's  tactics  ;  but  Keith  was  still 
almost  a  boy,  reserved,  sensitive,  and  pas- 
sionately in  love.  Furthermore,  he  was 
oppressed  by  a  deep  self-reproach  and  hu- 
miliation for  the  insult  which  Genevra  so 
savagely  resented,  and  which  assumed  in  his 
imagination  the  most  hideous  proportions  in 
the  lurid  light  of  the  wrath  with  which  she 
visited  it.  This  fell  secret  lay  betwixt  the 
youth  and  the  maid,  like  the  chain  that 
links  two  galley-slaves.  Oh,  assuredly  as 
odious  as  any  galley-slave's  fetter ;  and  yet 
— must  it  be  whispered  ? — not  devoid  of  a 
mysterious  charm — naturally  for  Keith,  on 
whose  guilty  lips  the  soft  involuntary  touch 
of  those  innocent  lips  was  sealed  for  ever ; 
but  perhaps  even  for  Jenny,  or  else  why 
— though  she  never  addressed  the  youth,  or 
acknowledged  any  courtesy  he  was  ever  on 
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the  watch  to  oflfer  her,  except  in  the  frostiest 
manner — yet  why  did  her  glance  covertly 
follow  him  when  he  mingled  with  Lady 
Dalton's  immediate  circle,  and  why  was  she 
so  restless  whenever  he  quitted  her  side  ? 
Her  side  ?  Georgina  Carruthers'  side,  I  should 
say.  Jenny  was  not  specially  attached  to 
her  cousin,  but  young  girls  are  gregarious. 
Georgie  chose,  for  reasons  of  her  own,  to 
affect  a  sisterly  fondness  for  Miss  Farquhar, 
and  Miss  Farquhar  tolerated,  if  she  did  not 
return,  her  professions.  The  girls  were 
always  together,  and  Keith  always  beside 
Georgina,  which  was  as  near  as  he  dared 
venture  to  his  very  thorny  rose. 

And  there  was  Georgina  biding  her  time, 
waiting  till  she  could  quite  decide  on  which 
of  the  young  men  who  were  most  frequently 
to  be  met  in  Jenny's  company  "  she,"  Miss 
Carruthers,  should  bring  her  artillery  to  bear 
with  the  best  effect — whether  on  Keith,  rich. 
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handsome,  and  unsophisticated,  or  on  Harry 
Stanforth,  rather  encumbered  as  to  his  pros- 
pects by  a  mother,  on  whom  they  wholly 
depended,  but  likely,  from  his  boyish  sus- 
ceptibility to  flattery,  to  prove  an  easier 
prey.  And — if  both  barrels  hung  fire — 
there  was  still  the  marriage  between  Jenny 
and  the  baronet  to  "  arrange,"  with  its 
vistas  of  fresh  chances  in  a  gay  London 
season,  and  a  well-appointed  home  with  the 
bride.  But,  alas  !  over  each  of  these  out- 
looks there  brooded  a  deepening  cloud.  So 
far,  every  oeillade  directed  to  Keith  Moray 
might  as  well  have  been  addressed  to  the 
hat-stand  in  the  hall ;  any  advances  to 
Harry,  however  cautiously  masked  by  an 
adjoining  interest  in  his  horse  or  his  dog, 
were  received  with  an  unsuspecting  cor- 
diality that  would  have  answered  similar  pro- 
fessions from  his  gamekeeper  or  his  groom ; 
while  Sir  Brian  steadily  repelled  all  attempts 
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to  discuss  his  ambiguous  relations  with  the 
Farquhar  family,  and  persisted  in  hovering 
round  the  lady  of  Oaklands  in  a  way  that 
boded  no  good  to  Georgina's  plan  for  a 
manageable  household  in  the  future.  Her 
relations  as  guest  at  Lady  Dalton's  had  been 
so  far  "  strained "  by  her  prolonged  stay 
that  she  had  no  hope  at  all  that,  in  the 
event  of  the  widow's  acceptance  of  her 
cousin,  she  would  be  likely  to  be  warmly 
welcomed  in  the  new  menage,  far  less  be 
considered  indispensable  to  its  popularity. 

Thus,  the  sagacity  of  Stella's  "  Dio- 
genes "  had  not  been  at  fault  in  foreseeing 
possible  complications,  though,  not  possess- 
ing the  key  of  the  situation,  she  was,  as 
Lady  Dalton  had  said,  "  wide  of  the  mark  " 
as  to  their  true  origin  and  scope. 
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All  clouds  notwithstanding,  the  winter 
passed  merrily  away — the  merriest  winter, 
all  agreed,  that  had  been  known  in  Wend- 
holm  within  the  memory  of  the  oldest  in- 
habitant. But  when  spring  came  again — 
spring,  which  was  the  fairest  and  should 
have  been  the  blithest  season  at  Oaklands 
or  in  any  country  home — it  brought  no  glad- 
ness with  its  beauty.  Stella  Dalton  "  caught 
a  chill,"  and  for  the  first  three  weeks  in 
April  she  was  confined  to  her  room  ;  and  Dr. 
Stewart,  in  his  daily  visits,  had  cause  to 
anathematize   the   steep    road    from    which 
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Oaklands  had  justly    derived   its    name   of 
"  Oakland  Heights." 

Mrs.  Barnes  and  her  sister  were  prompt 
in  offering  sympathy  and  companionship  to 
Mrs.  Verney  in  her  attendance  on  the 
invalid  ;  but  Diana,  though  she  had  been 
willing  enough  that  all  the  world  should 
share  Stella's  brighter  hours,  reserved 
jealously  to  herself  the  privilege  of  soothing 
and  cheering  her  in  the  dark  days  of 
sickness  and  suffering,  and  she  courteously 
but  resolutely  declined  to  admit  any  one 
to  her  cousin's  chamber,  except  her  necessary 
attendants  and  Harry  Stanforth,  whose 
loving  assiduity  and  affection  amply  com- 
pensated for  his  lack  of  skilfulness  in 
nursing.  As  Lady  Dalton  grew  better  and 
able  to  move  into  her  dressing-room,  Harry's 
terrors  for  her  abated,  and  his  spirits  rose, 
so  that  he  sometimes  became  a  little  too 
noisy    for    the    weakened    nerves    of    the 
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patient,  for  whom  Mr.  Stewart  had  pre- 
scribed perfect  quiet,  and  Mrs.  Yerney 
banished  him  from  his  mother's  society 
for  the  greater  part  of  the  day.  So  Harry 
had  recourse  to  the  Grange  once  more  for 
consolation  and  amusement,  and  Jenny 
gave  herself  up  to  the  duty  of  comforting 
him,  till  they  ranged  the  woods  and  meadows 
again  together  as  frankly,  if  not  quite  as 
joyously,  as  they  had  done  the  preceding 
summer,  when  Genevra  was  younger  and, 
it  is  to  be  supposed,  less  wise.  Certainly 
she  had  learnt  more  maidenly  reserve  and 
self-restraint.  She  did  not  creep  into 
badgers'  holes,  or  climb  trees  for  birds' -nests. 
Her  figure  had  even  gained  an  inch  in 
height,  her  features  had  gained  in  the 
beauty  of  thoughtful  expression  and  sensi- 
bility, while  yet  she  had  lost  nothing  of 
lithe  gracefulness  and  girlish  vivacity.  But 
her   increased   womanliness  only  made  her 
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more  contemptuous  of  any  attempt  at  self- 
assertion  on  Harry's  part,  whom  she  more 
than  ever  j)ersistecl  in  treating  as  ''a  mere 
boy" — not,  it  must  be  admitted,  without 
reason,  for  Harry's  wild  spirits  were  not  by 
any  means  sobered  by  his  load  of  venerable 
months.  Still  they  were  scarcely  boy  and 
girl  now — they  might  be  looked  upon  as 
man  and  maid ;  and  it  was  only  the  indul- 
gence of  Wendholm  for  the  girl  who  had 
grown  up  among  them,  and  the  lad  whose 
fun  and  frolic  was  the  delight  of  the  village, 
that  preserved  the  unrestricted  and  uncon- 
ventional pastimes  of  the  pair  from  hostile 
criticism. 

Mrs.  Farquhar,  as  usual,  pitied  Harry 
for  his  need  of  amusement  during  Lady 
Dalton's  illness,  and  thouo-ht  nothino^  could 
be  wrong  that  gave  pleasure  to  Genevra. 
Mrs.  Burnes  would  assuredly  have  taken 
a    different    view    of    the    case,    but    that 
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her  whole  attention  was  given  to  another 
subject.  Mr.  Burnes,  who  ought  to  have 
known  better  at  his  time  of  life,  had  actually 
cauo^ht  measles  from  some  cottao^er  s  chil- 
dren.  He  had,  of  course,  to  get  assistance 
from  Eetford  for  his  Sunday's  duties,  and, 
what  with  looking  after  the  curate  and 
looking  after  her  husband,  Chatty  had  for 
once  no  thought  and  no  eyes  for  Miss 
Farquhar's  indecorums.  Happily,  too,  they 
were  not  protracted  long  enough  to  awaken 
slumbering  gossip.  Lady  Dalton  was  pro- 
nounced fairly  convalescent,  although  still 
very  weak  and  requiring  great  care,  and 
her  first  order  to  Mrs.  Verney  was  to  write 
and  invite  Keith  Moray  to  come  down  for 
a  week  or  two  to  amuse  Harry. 

"He  is  like  my  own  son.  Doggie,"  she 
said  ;  "he  will  not  disturb  us  in  the  least  ; 
and,  besides,  I  am  getting  stronger  every 
day,  and  shall  soon  be  able  to  receive  all 
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our  friends  as  usual.     We  will  begin  with 
Keith." 

Accordingly,  Keith  arrived,  and  found  a 
very  clear  field.    There  were  no  other  guests. 
Georgina's  oJfFer  of  assistance  to  Mrs.  Verney 
in  nursing  Stella  had  been  very  peremptorily 
rejected,    and    Sir    Brian   was    out   of    the 
question  as  a  companion  to  Hal.     But  Kit, 
if  he  had  cherished  any  hopes  of  more  facile 
intercourse    with    Jenny,    was   doomed    to 
darkest    disappointment,    for    that    young 
person,  if  she  did  not  actually  scent  danger, 
was  fully  on  her  guard  against  it.     She  was 
no  coquette,  but  had  been  well  endowed  by 
Nature   with  all  the  needful  appliances   of 
coquetry,    and   she    contrived    to    exercise 
them   with  considerable   ingenuity  for   the 
torment   of  the  miserable  Keith,  althouorh 
her    motives   were    merely   vindictive    and 
punitive.     With  a  refined    cruelty   worthy 
of  the  hardest-hearted  cat  that  ever  played 
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with  a  mouse,  she  showed  no  wish  to  avoid 
him,  while  she  managed  to  impress  upon 
him  the  feeling  of  being  repelled,  even  in 
her  very  presence,  by  a  cold  magnetic  bar, 
which  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  break 
through,  but  which,  by  its  intangible  im- 
penetrability, almost  maddened  him.  She 
did  not  so  much  repulse  his  attentions  as 
elude  them,  while  his  dread  of  risking  even 
the  slight  privileges  which  he  held  on  mere 
sufferance  prevented  him  from  offering  any 
but  the  most  indirect  homage,  which  was 
neither  accepted  nor  refused,  but  simply  let 
fall,  as  a  baby  drops  a  toy  of  which  it  does 
not  understand  the  use. 

Lady  Dalton  was  beginning  to  make 
decided  progress  to  recovery,  but  was  still 
weak,  when,  one  morning,  a  party  of  girls, 
with  their  brother,  drove  over  from  their 
home,  some  eleven  miles  distant,  to  see  her. 
A  very  brief  visit  sufficed  to  tire  her ;  but 


304  THE    STORY  OF  A  KISS. 

the  horses  required  rest,  and  the  young 
people  could  not  return  home  for  an  hour 
or  two  after  lunch,  for  which  it  was  yet 
too  early.  Genevra  had  been  up  to  the 
Heights  with  a  messao^e  from  her  mother, 
and  had  left  only  a  .few  minutes  before 
the  guests  arrived,  accompanied  by  "  Ursa 
Minor ; "  but  Keith  had  been  so  clearly 
given  to  understand  that  his  escort  was  not 
desired  that  he  had  not  dared  to  press  it. 
To  him,  therefore,  was  committed  the  task 
of  amusing  the  visitors  with  the  inevitable 
lawn  tennis,  while  Lady  Dalton  sat,  wrapt 
in  shawls  and  heaped  round  with  pillows, 
at  the  library  window  to  watch  them.  The 
tennis  ground  was  laid  out  within  view  of 
the  library,  but  there  was  no  danger  of  its 
proving  an  unseasonable  distraction  to  any 
Oaklands  students. 

But     presently    Keith     approached     the 
window.     "  Mrs.  Verney,  will  you  come  out 
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and  play  ?  We  want  another  player.  Miss 
Moffat  says  she  is  tired,  and  will  take  your 
place  by  Lady  Dalton,  if  you  will  allow  her." 

''Yes,  I  dare  say,"  answered  Diana,  sotto 
voce,  '^  and  wear  poor  Stella  to  death  with 
that  ceaseless  gabble  of  hers."  Then  aloud, 
"  I  cannot  leave  my  cousin,  Keith.  I  shall 
have  to  take  her  back  to  her  own  room 
directly.  She  has  sat  long  enough  by  the 
open  window." 

*'  Where  are  Jenny  and  Harry  ?  "  asked 
Lady  Dalton.  ''  They  were  here  a  very 
short  time  ago." 

"  They  cannot  have  gone  very  far,"  said 
Mrs.  Verney.  "  Kun  after  them.  Kit,  and 
brinor  them  back.  You  are  certain  to  over- 
take  them  before  they  reach  the  Grange. 
Stella  can  rest  here  for  a  few  minutes  while 
I  entertain  Miss  Moflfat." 

And  Keith  sped  away  before  young 
Moflfat  could  propose  to  join  him.     Indeed, 
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it  was  wonderful  to  see  the  promptness 
with  which  he  was  always  ready  to  execute 
any  commission  or  carry  any  message  that 
would  give  him  an  excuse  for  addressing 
Miss  Farquhar.  He  was  a  very  Mercury 
in  that  respect,  and  he  seemed  to  have 
quite  an  intuitive  knowledge  of  where  to 
find  her.  This  time  his  intuitions  guided 
him  into  a  lonely  path  in  the  thickest  part 
of  the  Oakland  woods,  and  there  was  Miss 
Jenny,  sure  enough,  seated  near  a  gigantic 
ant-hill,  with  her  dress  tucked  very  tight 
around  her,  watching  the  proceedings  of 
the  insect  commonwealth ;  while  Harry 
Stanforth  had  improvised  a  turnpike  on  one 
of  its  busiest  highways,  to  keep  back 
travellers,  whose  affairs  would  have  led 
them  by  a  direct  route  over  her  petticoats. 
To  Lady  Dalton's  message,  duly  delivered, 
the  young  entomologist  opposed  a  resolute 
non  possumus. 
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"  Tell  Lady  Dalton  I  am  very  busy, 
studying  ants." 

"  By  the  light  of  Lubbock,"  put  in  Harry, 

"  She  will  be  disappointed,"  said  Keith. 

A  wasted  remark,  for  it  called  for  no 
reply,  so  Jenny  made  none.  She  was  intent 
on  gratuitously  assisting  an  ant,  which  had 
already  three  attendants,  to  drag  and  push 
towards  its  hill  a  fat  grub  much  bigger 
than  itself,  while  Harry  turned  back  the 
wayfarers  from  his  turnpike  with  cries  and 
shouts  that  would  have  beseemed  a  cattle- 
driver,  and  poor  Keith  was  trying  to  look 
profoundly  interested,  but  only  looked 
bored.     Presently — 

"  There's  a  lot  of  flies  among  them,"  said 
he. 

And  Genevra  darted  at  him  a  swift 
glance  of  crushing  scorn.  "  Flies,  Mr. 
Moray  !      Those  are  male  ants." 

*'  Male  ants  must  be  uncles,"  said  Keith. 
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But  Jenny  bent  the  lower  over  her  grub- 
carriers,  indignant  that  he  should  presume 
to  joke  in  her  presence,  though  she  had 
with  difficulty  smothered  a  laugh.  After  a 
moment's  silence — "  Mr.  Moray,  please  to 
move  further  off.  You  cast  such  a  shadow 
on  the  hill,  the  ants  don't  like  it." 

"  And  you  have  such  a  preposterous 
shadow,  Kit,"  put  in  Stanforth.  ^*  A  fellow 
with  such  a  long  shadow  ought  not  to 
'  cast '  it  upon  anything.  Fold  it  up,  and 
keep  it  by  you." 

What  wonder  that  Keith's  temper  began 
to  give  way  under  the  combined  aggravation 
of  this  exasperating  couple  ?  "  You  might 
oblige  Lady  Daiton  for  an  hour,  Miss  Far- 
quhar,"  he  said.  "  You  will  find  your  ant- 
hill here  when  you  come  back." 

"Oh,  will  she,  though  ? "  cried  Harry. 
''  Under-keeper  Jack  is  foraging  for  ants' 
eggs  for  his  pheasants,   and  those  in  this 
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hill  are  famed  for  their  specially  nutritious 
qualities." 

"  Under- keeper  Jack  has  promised  me 
not  to  touch  them,"  asserted  Genevra. 

"  Promised  you,  has  he  ?  Oh  ay  ;  and 
when  you  walked  away,  I  saw  him  '  wink 
the  wink  he  shouldn't  have  wunk,'  which 
meant " 

But  Keith  did  not  stay  to  learn  the 
significance  of  Under-keeper  Jack's  wink. 
He  bowed  to  the  crown  of  Genevra's  hat, 
which  was  all  that  she  had  presented  to 
his  observation,  and  went  back  to  Lady 
Dalton  and  her  tennis-party. 

No  sooner  had  he  disappeared  than  Harr}' 
moved  towards  his  companion,  and  said, 
patting  her  on  the  shoulder — a  familiarity 
which  always  provoked  that  young  lady 
to  fierce  resentment — "  No  go,  Gin  ;  no 
go.  Drop  it,  my  good  girl ;  it  can't  be 
done ! " 
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"  What  can't  be  done  ?  What  do  you 
mean  ?  Your  vulgarity  is  quite  insufferable, 
you  horrid  boy  !  " 

"  As  if  you  could  blind  me,  your  own 
me,  who  know  you  from  your  hat-strings 
to  your  boot-buttons  !  I'm  not  so  dense  as 
not  to  have  observed  this  week  past  what 
your  little  game  is.  You  are  trying  to 
pique  Kit  into  spooning  on  you,  and  I 
warn  you,  from  superior  information,  that 
it  won't  do  !  " 

'*  And  why  won't  it  do  ?  "  inquired  Jenny, 
glancing  at  him  from  beneath  her  long  eye- 
lashes, while  she  carefully  removed  a  pebble 
out  of  the  path  of  Formica  nigra. 

"  Because  Kit  has  a  special  antipathy  to 
girls  of  all  sorts  and  sizes,  and  an  ex. -ex. 
antipathy  to  you,  and  he's  not  a  fellow  to 
be  coaxed  or  bullied  into  any  change.  He's 
one  of  the  unchangeables,  is  Kit.  You  may 
give   it   up.      You    might   have    a    chance 
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with    me  now,   if  you  were   a  little  hand- 
somer ;  but  with  Kit — never ! " 

Genevra  rose  to  her  feet,  shaking  off 
some  of  Keith's  "uncles"  that  had  been 
trailing  their  long  wings  over  her  back  hair, 
like  ladies  with  ill-managed  trains.  ''  Who 
would  have  believed  that  you  were  so  ob- 
servant, Hal  ?  "  she  said  admiringly.  ''  I 
think  I'll  take  your  advice  and  '  drop  it ; ' 
and  I  think,  too,  that  I  will  walk  up  to 
the  tennis  ground." 
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